Under a red sky, a red skinned 
people hunted their wild cattle, tended 
their fires, and tried to coax another 
day’s living out of the land. Their 
home was another world in a different 
time from that of the human race, and 
yet to human eyes, they would have 
appeared more or less like men save 
for their blood red complexion. They 
were dark haired, dark eyed, and on 
the whole, attractive. They also 
possessed cleverness and intelligence, 
although their race hadn't lived long 
enough to have any real history or 


achievements. 


One of them was a girl of about 
twenty, and her name was Xanthia. 
She lived in the largest tribe of her 
people, although even it only 
numbered about fifty. Her parents had 
died, her father while pursuing the 
wild cattle, and her mother in giving 
birth to her. So she had been cared for 
by her aunt and uncle, leaders of the 
tribe. 


Xanthia looked out on the plains 
where she lived. Grasslands stretched 
as far as the eye could see, broken 
only by a few clusters of tall shrubs. 
Trees were unknown in the world, and 
animals instead made their homes in 


enormous forests of bush and thicket. 


Behind her was the tribal camp. 
Crude huts made of dried animal skin 
overlaid frames made from stone and 
bone. A central campfire remained lit 
at all times, both for cooking and 
keeping away wild animals and cold at 
night. 


The men were out hunting the 
wild cattle and boar for food, while the 
women gathered fruits and berries 
from some of the shrubs. When not 
doing this, they either tended their 


camp or watched over their children. 


Xanthia had in her hands some 
seeds and other compost from the 
waste of plant foods. She had always 
been someone who looked and 


thought about things more than doing, 
much to the annoyance of her Aunt 
Grantha. Grantha was the elder sister 


of Xanthia’s mother 


Xanthia had observed that plants, 
like people and animals, started out 
small, grew, and then died. She had 
an idea that since plants didn’t give 
birth as animals did, then perhaps new 
plants grew from the small black 
things in their center. She had once 
split open a large seed and found what 
looked like a baby plant within. She 
had tried to show it to Grantha, but 
had been scolded for ‘playing with 
garbage.’ 


“Xanthia!” a voice called out. The 
girl turned, and sure enough, there 
was the ageing, wiry form of her Aunt 
Grantha. Dark eyes blazing behind 
matted grey hair, her aunt only 
seemed to have two moods. Either 


she was nervous or angry. 


Unfortunately, this was not the 


former. 


“Why are you messing with that 
trash?” she demanded. “You're 
Supposed to be getting the fire ready 


when the men return with their kill.” 


This was true, but when Xanthia 
looked, she could still see the fire 
burning down to a steady coal bed. 


“Yes, aunt, | did,” Xanthia said. “l 
wanted to bury this plant stuff so that | 


could see if it could grow.” 


“You know garbage brings the rats 
in the night,” Grantha snapped back. 
“Do you want to awaken with an 
animal in your sleeping skins? Oh, you 
probably do. When you're not trying 
to bury garbage, expecting food to just 
appear, you’re trying to coax wild 


animals into camp.” 


“But aunt, if we could just grow 
food and have animals come to us, 
then we wouldn’t have to spend all 
day getting food. We could work on 


making the camp better. We could...” 


“That’s enough,” Grantha said. 
“I’ve heard your excuses before. 
When there’s work to be done, there’s 
work to be done. Being clever and 
cute isn’t going to change that.” 


“But aunt...” 


“But nothing!” She reached out to 
Xanthia and pulled her to her feet. 
“Your mother was always dreaming up 
nonsense too, but at least she did her 
work. Pick up that garbage and throw 
it in the fire. Then get ready. | see the 


men returning.” 


As she was gathering up the 
vegetable scraps and following the 
retreating form of her aunt, Xanthia 


saw small dots on the horizon. She 
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could tell that the hunters were 
coming back. Hopefully, they had 


killed an animal for their food. 


The red sun was setting as 
Xanthia, Grantha, and a few of the 
other women were laying strips of 
meat along flat stones. A coal bed 
from the fire beneath the rocks was 
heating up the stones enough to fry 
the strips of meat that had been cut 
from the carcass of two cattle the men 
had carried in. 


Garm, the chief of their tribe and 
the wife of Grantha looked on with 
weary eyes, and a clear desire to eat 
and return to his tent for the night. As 
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they were eating and cooking, he 
stood up. He walked over by the fire 


pit and began to speak loudly. 


“In the beginning, there was only 
Old Father. He who is before all. He 
who made all. He made the world, 
and all that lives within. He made our 
first ancestors. They lived at the 


source of the river.” 


A few miles from the camp was a 
mighty river where they got their 
water. They knew of fish in the water, 
for they could see them. But because 
they only hunted with knives and 
slings made from bone or rock, they 
could not eat them. They had not yet 
discovered fishing. 


“They were told to care for the 
plants and animals. Only they must 
not touch the fruit of knowledge. They 
must prove their loyalty by obeying 
this one thing. 


“But they did not. They disobeyed 
and took the fruit. One test of 
obedience, and they failed. So they 
were banished from the river source, 
and forced to fend for themselves in 
the wilderness. Such is the price of 
thinking yourself wiser and stronger 
than you are. Such is the price of 
going against Old Father, and things as 
they are.” 


Grantha glared at Xanthia. 


10 


They then sang a song to Old 
Father. A song of sadness and 
contrition for the misdeeds of their 
ancestors. Xanthia wondered, not for 
the first time, why it was that they, the 
living, were punished for the actions of 
their first ancestors who had died 
several generations ago. They had 
disobeyed and had been given fair 
punishment, but what had that to do 
with Xanthia? She felt she had done 
nothing wrong, despite Grantha’s 


insistence to the contrary. 


A rustle alerted them out of their 
worshipful attitude. They looked over, 
and saw a rat eating away at scraps of 
meat and vegetables that had been 


thrown to the edge of the camp. Not 
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Xanthia’s garbage; she had thrown 
that in the fire as Grantha instructed. 
But evidently, some others had 
forgotten. Grantha cried out, and 


ran towards the rat, chasing it off. 


“You lazy, good for nothing!” 
Grantha snapped at Xanthia. “I told 
you to clean up after yourself.” 


“But aunt, | did.” 


“Don’t lie to me! You can just take 
the midnight watch of the fire for 
that.” 


The two who would be taking the 
first watch were two of the young 
hunters. One was Borak, Grantha’s 
son, and the other was Sobek. When 
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they were children, Borak would often 
dare her to break the rules just so that 
he could then tell his mother and get 
her in trouble. A petty, mean spirited 
little bully, Xanthia wouldn’t have been 
surprised if he had been the one to 
leave the refuse so that she would be 


blamed. 


As if to confirm her suspicion, 
Borak smirked at her. Sobek, by 
contrast, looked at her with pity. His 
kindness ever stood in stark contrast 
with the others’ meanness or 
indifference. Had she the courage, 
she would have courted him, for she 
felt the pull of young adulthood. 
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Garm ordered everyone to bed. 
Sobek and Borak went to guard the 
camp and take the first watch over the 
fire. Xanthia would be awakened in 
the night and take the next. She went 
into her tent, a small one that she 


occupied alone. 


Sobek got her up, and she went 
out to the fire. Borak had already 
gone back to bed, so at least she 
wouldn’t have to deal with him. Dawn 
and dusk tended to be when animals 
were at their most active. So while the 
first and last watches would take two 


people around the fire, in the dead of 
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night, Xanthia would be alone. Not 
that that was really any different from 


most days. 


For a long time, she stared at the 
fire. The flames began to die down 
into embers and she went to a nearby 
wood pile to throw sticks on it. For 
while there were no trees in her world, 
some of the bushes grew large enough 
to produce thick trunks and woody 
branches. Still, it was nothing like 
Earth and fire had to be fed frequently 
where there were no such things as 


logs. 


She wiped away tears. She was 
tired of it. Tired of the tears, tired of 
the loneliness, and tired of being 
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blamed for things she didn’t have any 


control over. 


The following day, Garm ordered 
them to break camp. The tribe had 
little in the way of possessions. What 
they did have, they packed up in 
leather pouches and carried on their 
backs. 


Xanthia had expected that they 
would soon be heading in this 
direction. Every twenty years, roughly 
a generation, they began migrating 
towards the source of the river, where 
the garden was. There, they would 
camp at the edge and worship Old 
Father. 
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“Why do we do this, uncle?” 
Xanthia asked. “Tell us all again.” 


“Of course,” Garm said. An 
almost smile lit up his old features. “It 
is Said that one day, Old Father will 
allow us back to the garden. He will 
call one of us. A voice in the 
wilderness. He will soeak to one who 


will lead us to new places.” 


“How do we know this?” Xanthia 


asked. 


“Our first ancestors told us,” Garm 
answered. “And they told their 
children. And so on down to us.” 


He looked out over the plain. The 
tribe had a rough circuit that they 
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travelled, with familiar campgrounds 
near food and water. In the last few 
months, they had been slowly 


travelling east. 


“Hope,” he said quietly. “There is 
always hope.” 


“The last migration, | was only a 
baby,” Xanthia said. “What can | 
expect?” 


“You can expect to mind your 
manners and hold your tongue,” 
Grantha interrupted. “You ask too 


many questions.” 


She skulked off before Xanthia 
could reply. Garm sighed, and halted 
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the tribe. He announced that this is 


where they would camp. 


Xanthia helped with the tents and 
then looked for some skin sacks to fill 
with water and anything she could 
forage. But she found none, and had 


to look through the camp. 


Borak and a few of his friends 
were seated near the riverbank; their 
journey had paralleled the river for 
several miles. Borak had drunk most 
of the skins of water, but it fell to 


Xanthia to gather more. 


“Borak, let me have the empty 
Skins,” Xanthia told him. 


“Why?” he asked. 
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“I’m to gather water. How can | 


carry it with no skins? In my hands?” 


“How about in your mouth? It’s 


big enough.” 


Borak and his friends had a good 
loud laugh at her expense. Then they 
threw the last few skins over their 
Shoulders and ignored her. Xanthia 
scowled, but picked them up and went 
to the river to fill them. 


That evening, as the sun set, they 
lit a fire, and sang to Old Father. Garm 
lifted his hands and voice to the sky. 


For the last few days of the journey, 
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they would make the same petition 
until they reached the garden. 


“Old Father! Hear us! Hear us, 
we beseech you. Hold not our sins, or 
the sins of our fathers, against us. 
Give us a sign that we may draw unto 


you once more.” 


When Garm finished, they sang 
and chanted again. The idea was that 
Old Father would send a vision or 
message to someone he selected. So 
far, none had come. 


They continued their journey east. 
The sun beat down on them, causing 
Xanthia and others to burn. By and 


21 


by, a speck on the horizon gradually 
increased in size. After a few more 

weeks, Xanthia saw the river enter a 
grove of tall shrubs, obscuring what 
was within. This was it. The garden. 


That night, after worship, they lay 
down to sleep. Tents were pitched, 
and once again Xanthia found herself 
alone. She was just about to drift off 
into a deep sleep when she heard a 


voice calling out to her. 
“Xanthia.” 


It was a voice she had never 
heard before, and yet, seemed 
familiar. Like a memory or thought 
just out of consciousness. Ora loved 


one whom she felt but couldn’t 
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remember. It was the memory of 
someone who was either exceedingly 
old with forgetfulness, or too young to 


build true memories. 


She sat up in bed. The voice 


repeated the call. 
“Xanthia.” 


She poked her head out, and 
looked in the direction of the grove. 
There stood a man, but what a man he 
was. A foot taller than Garm, he was 
glowing with an inner light. He took a 
step forward, and he seemed to cast 
two shadows behind him. No, that 
wasn’t accurate. It was more like 
three brightly lit people or projections. 


They seemed to walk so close together 
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that they moved in and out of each 
other. Was it one then, or three? 


“Yes,” the figure answered. “One 
only. Three within. Justice, mercy, 


council.” 


“Old Father?” she asked timidly. If 
so, what would he do? Did she go out 
to him? Did she dare? 


Xanthia fell to her knees. 
Prostrating herself, she shook with 
fear. She thought of all the times 
Grantha had warned her about Old 
Father. How she had treated him like 
more of a boogeyman than a god. 
Always saying how he would be 
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displeased by this, or would punish 
them all for that. 


But even at the time, Xanthia 
hadn’t fully believed her aunt. Why 
would Old Father have made them if 
only to constantly punish them? Why 


create anything at all then? 


“Come here, Xanthia,” Old Father 


called out. “I have been calling you.” 


She looked up, surprised. Had he? 
How? True, she didn’t believe he only 
liked to punish, but she had also been 
told that he should be feared. On the 
other hand, if he wanted to be feared, 


then why call? 
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“There are two kinds of fear, 
Xanthia,” Old Father said. He could tell 
her thoughts without hearing her 
words or seeing her face. 


“A fear which drives away and a 
fear that produces reverence. |, 
through my spirit, have whispered to 
you, using words deeper than words. 
You are one who will hear. Stand and 


come forward.” 


He had said would hear, not could. 
A curious difference and one that was 
not lost on her. She stood to her 
height, shaking. She was fairly tall for 
a woman, but Old Father seemed 
much larger still, even though he 


wasn’t exactly gigantic in her eyes. 
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More like in her mind and heart. 
Slowly she approached, and he held 


out his arms. 


Xanthia fell into them, burying her 
face in his shoulder. She began to cry 
and then sob. All her life hurts: every 
exclusion, never knowing her parents, 
all of her grief, conscious and 


unconscious, poured out of her. 


“It is all right,” Old Father 
whispered in her ear. “All will be well. 
Remember. All will be well.” 


She stood there, crying and 
Shaking for a long time. Then Old 
Father gently pushed her back, took 
one of her hands, and led her into the 


grove of bushes. 
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Within, she saw smaller vines and 
Shrubs, all growing fruit, laid out in 
neat rows. They were both beautiful 
and organized, and she understood for 
the first time what a garden really 


Was. 


“You were right,” Old Father told 
Xanthia. “You can indeed grow new 
plants from the seeds of the old. This 
was the first task of your first parents. 
You yourselves do not grow. But you 
have a hand in letting the seeds grow. 
You are allowed to help in the work of 


creation.” 


“Because it pleases you to allow 
us, Old Father?” she asked. 


“Yes ; ” 
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“But our ancestors indulged in one 


plant that they shouldn’t have?” 


“The fruit that gives knowledge of 
good and evil. The fruit that turned 
flesh and spirit against one another. | 
sent your parents away so that they 
would not take the fruit that grants 
eternal life. For then, they would go 


astray forever.” 


“Then why did you call me back?” 
asked Xanthia. 


“The plant of knowledge has died 
without a caretaker. The fruit of life 
has nearly died as well.” 


They went past the garden and 
Saw a lake from which the river flowed. 
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A shriveled bush was at the lake’s 


edge. Only a single plant remained. 


Old Father led her into the lake. 
When they had waded in, the water 
was up to their waists, Old Father bade 
her stop. Gently, he bent her back 
and submerged her. After dipping her 
once, twice, and three times, Xanthia 
looked at her arms and hands. All the 
sunburns, cuts and bruises from the 
walk in the hot sun were now erased. 
She felt that life had been infused into 
her, and she felt better than she had 


in a long time. 


Old Father led her out of the lake, 
and to the bush. 
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“This is the last of the fruit of life,” 
he repeated. “After it is gone, the 
others may return to the garden. There 
is no further damage they can do, and 
they will be able to use its bounty once 
more. But be aware, the price of 
disobedience is death. Now and 


always.” 


He picked the final fruit of life and 
handed it to Xanthia. 


“Me?” she asked. “But I thought 


you wanted none to eat of it.” 


“You alone will taste it, Xanthia,” 
Old Father replied. “You will have 


much to do.” 
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So she took the fruit of life, and 
ate. When she finished, she felt 
suddenly fatigued. She was vaguely 
aware of Old Father leading her to a 
Shaded area near the lake. Then sleep 


overcame her. 
IV 


Xanthia awakened the next 


morning. 


“Old Father?” she called out. But 
Old Father had gone. Walking 
throughout the garden, which did take 
more time than one would have 
thought, turned up no sign of him. 


Xanthia was alone. 


32 


While puzzled, she didn’t feel 
particularly alarmed or lonely. Indeed, 
it was hard to feel badly here, in such 
a peaceful place. Certainly it was 
preferable to the harsh company of 
Grantha. 


She went to the bush where Old 
Father had picked the fruit that she 
had eaten yesterday. It was now dead, 
and she could find no seeds. 


Next, she examined the other 
fruits and made a mental note of how 
many there were. Then she picked a 
few and ate. With a cool drink form 
the lake, she felt refreshed and ready 
for the day. 
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She heard shuffling behind her, 
and turned. A few cattle were nosing 
through the shrubs, looking for food. 
She picked a few more fruits, and 
handed them out to them. One of 
them slowly shuffled forward, sniffing 
as it did. 


Xanthia held still, so as to not 
scare the beast. Here in the garden, 
they seemed less skittish, but she still 
didn’t want to press it. Slowly, the 
creature craned out its neck, opened 
its mouth, and took the fruit, its long 
tongue smacking and licking its lips. 


Xanthia laughed, and the beast 
startled. A few of the others did too, 
and so she had to remain silent, 
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hoping to keep from scaring them off. 
Eventually more came, and if they 
wouldn’t eat from her hand, they 
would if she sat on the ground and put 
the fruit in front of her. 


Xanthia’s mind was racing. Could 
they tame the cattle so that instead of 
hunting them, they could simply raise 
them? It would certainly be easier. 
She looked beyond the cattle, towards 
the river from whence she came. She 
noted the stones, and reflected on how 
strong they were when compared to 
dried animal hides. Wind and water 
didn’t seem to damage them. What if 
she could use them to build shelters, 


instead of hides and bones? 
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She paused, her brow furrowing. 
It was a new thought, although now 
that she thought it, it seemed so 
obvious. Then she wondered if it was 
even her thought or Old Father’s. He 
had told her that he had ‘called’ her. 
Did that mean that not all her 
thoughts were even hers? And if not, 
then how could she tell the difference? 


She heard the cattle grazing in the 
garden behind her. Standing up, she 
looked and saw that they were rapidly 


munching on the fruit. 


“Hey, leave some for me!” 
Xanthia said. She stood up and 


shooed them away. 
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That’s another thing she would 
have to think about. How could she 
keep them out? She took some fruit 
and put it in a bag she had with her. 
She put it in a higher tangle of vines, 
and went to the river bank. She 
gathered rocks to make a fire pit. 


Evening fell, and she gathered up 
some dry brush leaves and twigs to 
make a fire. The pit would ensure that 


it didn’t get out of control in the night. 


Xanthia then walked around the 
fire pit to ensure that no dry leaves 
could catch fire. She had already 
made sure not to build it directly by or 
below any branches or vines. A couple 


more sharp rocks were retrieved from 
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the river, and Xanthia produced a 
Spark by striking them together. 


As the sun began to set, Xanthia 
examined her skin. It had hardened 
and darkened in color, and she felt 
awkward and clumsy, as though she 
had started growing again. Her mind 
felt sharper, too. Her consciousness 
seemed expanded, although what that 
meant she couldn’t say. 


“Xanthia? Can you hear me?” 


She looked around. Old 
Father had spoken to her, and she 
thought that he had returned. But she 
Saw no sign of him. She answered in 


the affirmative, however. 


38 


“Your mind and heart hear 
me. | am with you always, even to the 
end of the ages. You will convey my 
will to the people, and through you, | 
will bless them.” 


V 


The next morning, Xanthia 
approached the edge of the garden to 
see her people packing up. Garm and 
Grantha were looking around for her. 
She hurried up to catch what they 
were saying, but ducked behind a tree 


before they saw her. 


“We can’t leave without her,” 
Garm protested. “We promised her 
mother, your sister, that we never 


would.” 
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“We brought her up to adulthood,” 
Grantha protested. “If that fool girl fell 
in the river or just wandered off with 


her crazy ideas, what is that to us?” 


“You've never liked her,” Garm 
said. “Ever since we came back from 
the last migration, you’ve grown bitter 


and angry. You weren’t always so.” 


She looked in the direction of the 
garden. Xanthia caught a look of fear 
on her face. Fear she had never seen 
on her aunt’s hard face before. Then 


the old woman saw Xanthia. 


“Eieee!” she screamed, prompting 
the tribe to come together. They all 
began speaking and pointing to her. 
The fruit of life had caused Xanthia to 
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gain several inches in height. 
Moreover, her skin, in addition to 
being a little darker in color, had 
grown noticeably harder and 


smoother. 


“You have entered the garden!” 
Grantha shrieked. “You will bring 


doom on us all!” 


“I saw Old Father,” Xanthia said 
gravely. “I brought back samples of 
the fruits there. Tamer cattle roam 


within as well.” 


“Xanthia? Is that really you?” 
Sobek called out. 


And when he got closer, Xanthia 


could sense his relief and concern ina 
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way she never had before. The fruit 
had sharpened and developed her 
mind in a way she hadn’t realized 
while alone. For now, she could sense 
the feelings and intentions of others. 
Not their exact thoughts or mental 
words as such. Still, from then on, 
Xanthia found that she couldn’t be lied 
to or deceived without immediately 
catching it. Soon, others would also 


learn it. 


Xanthia tried to read the others. 
Mostly thoughts of curiosity and 
bemusement. To her dismay, she felt 
that while some of them were fond of 
her, none of them, not even Sobek, 
felt anything akin to attraction or 


infatuation towards her. Indeed, she 
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felt this from Sobek when he caught 
sight of another girl, a pretty but 
empty headed girl named Nephri, who 
worked to make the leather clothes. 


It occurred to Xanthia that she 
may never have a husband or children. 
For in addition to her changes, Old 
Father had implied that she would live 
forever after eating the fruit of life. If 
that were true, then perhaps it would 
be better to remain alone than to have 
loved ones grow old and die while she 
lived on. Maybe it would be better to 
content oneself with friendship. 


She showed them the food, and 
told them of the garden. 
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“You saw Old Father?” Sobek 
asked. “He spoke to you?” 


“Yes,” Xanthia replied. “He says 
that the fruit of life, forbidden to our 
ancestors, is now gone. Only a garden 
remains. We could grow food and 
have time to do other things.” 

She gave them the bag. 
Despite Grantha’s protests, they 
Sampled it, and found it to be good. 


Grantha challenged Xanthia again. 


“You cannot have seen Old 
Father,” she declared. Yet the words 
lacked conviction. It almost seemed 
like she was convincing herself. “If 
you did, tell us what he looked like.” 
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“He was three people in one,” 
Xanthia said. 


Grantha drew in an audible 
breath, and her eyes widened. The 


people didn’t understand. 


“What do you mean?” Garm 
asked. “That there is more than one 
Old Father?” 


“No,” Sobek spoke up. “Old 
Father, if he is in more than one place, 
must be in everything. Yes. All life is 
connected, dependant on each other. 
Everything must then be a part of Old 
Father.” 


“No, you’re both wrong,” 
Xanthia said. She felt Old Father with 
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her in this moment. “He is creator. We 
are creation. Those two things are 
different. He is one, yet more than 
one. Like a stone is one thing, but has 


many sides.” 


“You're all mad,” Grantha 


said. “We must go. Now.” 


Xanthia looked at her. She 
heard her mind and her thoughts. 
Then she saw the true reason for her 


resentment, jealousy, and fear. 


“Grantha. You stand now 
where you stood twenty years ago,” 
Xanthia said. “You saw Old Father 


stand where | now stand.” 
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“Grantha?” Garm asked. “You 


never spoke of this.” 


“Silence! Silence!” Grantha 


hollered. 


“Old Father called you,” 
Xanthia continued. “Only you wouldn’t 
answer. You were afraid. That’s why 
you are so angry. You’ve been afraid 
your whole life. You hate me because 
you knew that | would answer if 


called.” 


Grantha shrieked and ran to 
Xanthia. She raised her fists, and 
struck her. However, hitting Xanthia 
was like hitting a rock. Grantha 
screamed and dropped to her knees, 


clutching her broken hand. Never 
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again would Xanthia fear her. She 
would only pity the old woman. 


“You took what was unlawful!” 
Grantha roared. “All that happens to 
us now is because of you! You will live 
forever, a monster, a devil. You will 
plague us until we die. You bring ruin 
upon us all, because we ate your food! 
Begone, | say! Leave and never 
return! Maybe that way, Old Father 
will only strike you.” 


“You know nothing of Old Father!” 
Xanthia replied. “You only see a 
punisher. Did you ever think, even for 
a moment, that he would be more? A 
provider? Maybe even a savior? Isn’t 
that what mortal fathers do? Why not 
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then Old Father? We don’t have to live 
this way!” 


“Liar! Monster! Leave now!” 


“All right. | will. Let those who 
believe me come. | will show them. If 


they disagree, they can go back.” 


The people were divided. Some, 
including Sobek, were indeed ready to 
try Xanthia’s proposal at face value. 
Others held back, for fear of Grantha 
or fear that she would be proven right 


VI 


And so it was. Half of the people 
followed Xanthia back to the garden, 
and the others stayed with Garm and 


Grantha. At the garden, the people 
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saw firsthand the cultivated plants. 
Fascinated, they joined Xanthia in 
learning how to till the land, replant, 
and harvest. 


The cows came back, and they 
had to chase them away again before 
they ate everything. This was going to 
be a problem. While Xanthia didn’t 
want to starve off the cows, she also 
had to keep the beasts from eating 
everything. They ate with no thought 
of the future, of rationing or 


replanting. 


She looked at the river bank once 
more. Another idea entered her head. 
What if she used the stones to 
Surround the garden? The cows 
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couldn’t jump, and she could make it 
high enough to keep them from 
stepping over it, but that she could 


still climb over. 


The project took several days. 
With her new strength, she could carry 
twice as much. True, she had to eat 
more, but she soon had the wall 
around the garden waist high, so she 
could regulate how much the cows 
ate. 


She then thought of how it would 
be easier if the cows simply grazed on 
the grasses within the garden. So she 
had the tribe build up a second round 
wall as a pen, and led the cows in 
before she bricked up the opening. 
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Sure enough, their instincts soon 
took over. They ate the grass and 
remained well fed and healthy. She 
built a large basin on one end of the 
wall near the lake, and used a sack to 
transfer water into it. Now, she 
wouldn’t have to let them out to drink 
and risk them escaping. People were 
selected to care for them, and they 
took to wrangling wild cattle rather 
than killing them on sight. Thus they 
were able to breed a tame herd. 


With more food and less wasted 
time, the people grew and prospered. 
Health improved and more babies born 
survived into adulthood. And as 


Xanthia had shown them the potential 
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of stone buildings, they built a city of 
stone huts with thatched roofs. 


Years passed, and while Xanthia 
stayed more or less the same, Sobek, 
Nephri and the others began ageing. 
Their children grew into adults, and 


their grandchildren were born. 


One day, Xanthia was resting in 
her stone hut when she received a 
visitor. An old, weather-beaten man 
came in and stood just inside the 
doorway. He wasn’t one of her people, 
and it wasn’t until he spoke that she 


recognized him. 


“Amazing,” he said, more to 
himself than to her. “Time has worn 


all of us down. Except for you.” 
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“Borak?” she asked. When he 
nodded, it was her turn to be amazed. 
She hadn’t seen him for many years, 
and still thought of him as a young 
arrogant bully. Now she saw a sad 
elder. Gone from his eyes were the 
pride and maliciousness. When faced 
with hardship, such things either 
overcome or crumble. For Borak, it 


had clearly been the latter. 


She had seen Sobek and the 
others near her growing old. But 
because she saw them day in and day 
out, the change hadn’t been near as 


drastic for her. 
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“How are you, Borak?” she asked. 
“Garm and...Grantha...are they all 
right?” 


He shook his grey head. “Garm is 
dead. Grantha is dying. | am chief 


” 


Now. 


He drew in a breath. “Xanthia, | 
need your help. A drought has killed 
off the food at the usual campgrounds. 
You survive because you can breed 


and grow your own.” 


“You have always had the 
opportunity to join us,” Xanthia said. 
“Over the years, you have chosen not 


” 


to. 
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“Grantha forbade it. Yet, can 
anything bad come from Old Father? | 
look at your village and see people 
healthy and happy. While my friends 
are dead and my children and 
grandchildren struggle. I...l’m sorry 
for how | was. As a young man. I’m 
not young anymore. Can you spare 
anything for me?” 


He was practically begging. 
Xanthia studied him. She wondered if 
it wasn’t in fact harder to forgive 
smaller, petty hurts than it was bigger 
wrongs. For in forgiving a great wrong, 
one’s pride can be flattered by doing 
something great and noble. To forgive 
many smaller grievances had not the 
sense of accomplishment. And yet, to 
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not forgive even these could only harm 
the soul and harden the heart. 


“I will not pretend you are 
guiltless, Borak,” she said. “But I will 


forgive you.” 


She held out her hand. He 
grasped it, and his eyes had a 
gratitude and softness she never knew 
he had. 


“I will go with you,” she 
continued. “Some of my younger 
people will come as well. We will bring 
cattle and seed. We can show you 
how to grow and raise food. We can 


show you how to build.” 
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“My tribe is a day away,” Borak 
told her. “By the river.” 


Leaving Sobek in charge of the 
village, Xanthia and Borak led a group 
to the remnants of the tribe where she 
had grown up. The old leather tents 
were still there, looking that much the 
worse for wear. Xanthia didn’t 
recognize anyone else from her 
childhood. She supposed that they 
were the last of that generation, apart 
from Sobek. 


They looked at her in wonder and 
fear. For Grantha had ranted and 
raved against her and her village for 


years. She had insisted that entering 
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the garden and using it had been a 


sin. 


Still, given the fact that her 
people had been successful, and 
Borak’s ambition to lead and build the 
tribe had failed, it had now come to 
this. They saw the truth of it. 


Borak led Xanthia to a tent when 
Grantha lay. Most of her hair had 
fallen out, and she had lost so much 
weight, that she already looked like a 
dried out mummy. If Xanthia had 
wanted revenge, the years had done it 
for her. Where once had been a fierce 
proud woman, was now a broken, sad 


and dying one. 
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“Mother,” Borak said, kneeling 
down beside her. “Xanthia is here. 
She has people here to help us. Your 


children will live.” 


She looked up, and tried to focus. 
Then her eyes widened. She trembled 
and tried to speak, but couldn’t. She 
knew she could hide from Old Father 


no longer. 


“You don’t have to be afraid, 
Grantha,” Xanthia said. She knelt 
down next to Borak. His eyes welled 
up with gratitude, although he didn’t 


go so far as to shed tears. 


Xanthia felt something like a 
weight lift from her own spirit. The 


hurts no longer seemed to matter, 
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against the passage of time, and the 
looming eternity. 


Grantha looked past Xanthia. Fear 
seemed to leave her. She held out her 
hand, called out “Korlaine,” and then 


fell back down. 


Xanthia looked over her shoulder. 
Nothing was there, so she turned back 
to see that Grantha was dead. She 
didn’t know the meaning of her last 


word, and would not for ages. 


VII 
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Soon, a new city had been built. 
However, stones from the river had 
begun to dwindle. Some of the people 
went out to search for more. Others 
tried their hand at different materials. 
It was found that mud and clay could 
be dried out and used to make bricks 


and pottery. 


Decades became centuries. 
Centuries gave way to a millennium. 
All the people who knew Xanthia 
before her changed form were now 
long dead. And multiple cities sprang 
up and down the river, for miles and 
miles. Each one had their own 
agriculture, so each one became more 


and more independent of Xanthia. 
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In her youth, the first tribe had 
simply decided as a group what to do. 
If no accord could be reached, the 
chief or, more often, Grantha, took 
direct command. As cities grew and 
became groups of cities however, this 
became impractical. Different cities, 
now nations, tried different ways to 
keep things orderly. Some still had 
regular matters decided by vote. 
Some had one person or group of 
people appointed to rule. These in 
turn either appointed successors from 
their friends and families, or else had 
successors chosen for them. Thus 
democracy, rule of the many, 


aristocracy, rule of the few, or 
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monarchy, rule of the one, appeared to 


rule nations large and small. 


As this development unfolded, 
Xanthia realized that too many people 
now lived that she could ever hope to 
educate. At the garden, still her home 
and the nucleus of the first city, 


Xanthia asked her elders for a solution. 


As people had more free time, 
they had discovered dyes and 
pigments from some of the other 
plants and shrubs. Some had become 
quite good at painting designs and 


pictures on their walls and pottery. 


What if, they proposed, drawings 
could be created to teach? So thin 


lightweight tablets were baked, and 
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drawings made. At first, they were 
just illustrations of practical matters, 
such as farming and building. Then, 
over the course of decades, the 
drawings became more abstract, 
representing single words, and then 


single syllables. 


With the advent of writing, it 
proved far easier and faster to teach 
new skills. And indeed, with more 
things being discovered and learned, 
there became a need for some of the 
people to do nothing but teach and 
research. Schools came about, and art 


and literature grew. 


The people continued to expand 
out. They discovered other tribes, and 
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passed on their knowledge. They in 
turn learned from their neighbors. 
One tribe lived near a vast body of 
salty water they called the sea. They 
had learned how to make finer 
threads, both for clothing and for lures 
and nets for catching fish. They 
taught Xanthia’s people these things, 
as well as how to move in the water 
with purpose. Swimming, it was 


called. 


Another tribe had fashioned a 
round disk called a wheel, which was 
used to help move things. Still 
another tribe had learned to ride ona 
different kind of animal. Horses, as 
they called them, were stronger and 
more intelligent than cows. 
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Another breakthrough came when 
they tried to make bricks and ceramics 
using sand, or rocks found in caves. 
Instead, glass and metal were 
discovered. They were recognized as 
valuable building material, and 
gradually offset stone and brick, but 


not completely. 


Not every city could be 
completely self sufficient, however. 
Some had better land for farming, 
while others were nearer caves 
containing metal ore. Some peoples, 
on the whole, were better teachers 
and artists, while others proved more 


Skillful at manufacturing. 


67 


They tried simple trading, at first, 
but this proved difficult to do. After all, 
how many books were worth a year’s 
supply of beef? Or how many horses 
were worth a cache of bronze or iron? 
Because Xanthia’s city was the oldest, 
it was still largely seen as the wisest. 
Especially Xanthia herself, now 
centuries old and possessing a 


Superhuman form. 


Xanthia and her advisors 
proposed a commodity that could be 
traded for anything. Eventually, small 
silver disks were decided upon, since 
they weren’t very common or useful 
for building. They were produced in 
Xanthia’s city state, and parceled out 
to the other city states. 
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So it was that money came into 
the world, and with it, economics. 
Some states held that wealth must be 
Shared equally, while others decided 
that it was better earned. So states 
differentiated, not only in size and 
rulers, but in economic theory. Some 
became what Earth would call 


capitalist, and some communist. 


Not all changes were for the good, 
however. Greed and ambition reigned 
in the hearts of the people, for while 
they had improved their lot, they were 
still a fallen and corrupt people. Crime 
appeared, and soldiers were trained to 
guard their states from within and 
without. 
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Moreover, while Xanthia’s city 
state remained comparatively small, 
others spread out over larger portions 
of land. A time came when they had 
explored all over their world, mapping 
out the seas and continents. 
Sometimes two nations would dispute 
over land and resources, and there 
was war. In the thirty fifth century of 
Xanthia guided civilization, a civil war 
broke out in the neighboring country of 
Borak. This was how it started. 


VIII 


Crassus rode up the elevator to 
the office of Cesare. The ruler of 
Borak, Crassus was elected 


democratically, and was coming up for 
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reelection. But because Borak was 
also a capitalist society, the ruler had 
to share power with the leaders of big 
business. 


The elevator door opened, and 
Crassus walked out and down the hall. 
He looked out over the city of Borak, 
capital of the nation. The stone huts 
had long ago given way to large 
edifices of stone and brick. Now, over 
the last century, skyscrapers of glass 
and steel had been steadily 
supplanting this. Electricity had been 
discovered and harnessed, and his 
view was also obscured by the smoke 
of the power plant. Cesare both ran 


the main power plant and was landlord 
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for the tenements that made up the 
poorer neighborhoods of the city. 


He arrived at the door at the end 
of the hall and knocked. A short, squat 
and ugly man with a bulbous rosacea 
afflicted nose answered. It was Cesare 


himself. 


“Ruler Crassus,” Cesare greeted 
with a smile and outstretched hand. 


“Good morning. Please, come in.” 


Crassus shook the offered hand, 
trying not to notice the oil and sweat. 
Although always impeccable in both 
dress and hygiene, there was always 
an oiliness that attached itself to the 
industrialist. 


72 


In theory, any citizen from any 
city in the nation could run for ruler. 
Elections happened every decade, and 
terms were unlimited. In practice, 
however, to win, one had to be from 
the main city, and have the backing of 
the major business leaders. So here 
he was, to garner the support of 
Cesare and his fellows. 


They were all seated ata 
conference table, and Crassus began 
his presentation. He outlined the 
events of the past few years, his plan 
for the future, and his request for their 


financial support. 


Then each business owner had a 
turn to speak. This was the part where 
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each of them promised support in 
return for favors and changes in the 
law that benefitted them. It was 
always a give and take, for while he 
needed them, he also needed to act in 
the interests of the common people. 
Everyone wanted, no, demanded, 


something. 


Sometimes he envied Xanthia, 
ruler of the city state that minted 
coinage. Not only did the rest of the 
world need her, but she was given 
instant respect in all that she did. It 
was Said that she had lived over thirty 
five centuries, and had seen Old 
Father himself. She had resisted any 
attempt at deification, however, and 
took no title for herself. She had no 
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need of such things, so secure was she 


in her place in the world. 
Crassus really envied her. 


Cesare spoke last, and was 
proposing an expansion of his plant. 
He wanted it right away, without the 
usual inspections and permits. He 
insisted that growth was needed, 
despite previous analyses assuring 
them that the power output was 


adequate. 


“I’m sorry, Cesare, but | see no 
reason to push such a major project at 
this time,” Crassus decided. “Besides, 
the jobs created would be offset by the 
destruction of residential districts. You 


will have to submit the usual proposal 
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to my office. Well gentlemen, | feel 
our work is done here. Good day.” 


He left after shaking all their 
hands again. Gradually, they all filed 
out, leaving Cesare alone with his right 
hand man, Mantilles. 


“What now, sir?” Mantilles asked. 


Cesare didn’t reply, but reached 
for his telephone. 


IX 


Over the next few weeks, violent 
crime increased dramatically. 
Robberies, burglaries and assaults 
rose, and not only in the poorer 
neighborhoods. The crime wave 


spilled into the wealthier 
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neighborhoods as well. Crassus’ 
approval ratings declined as the crime 
rose, and he was now making a public 
broadcast to assure the people. Radio 
and television had also developed, and 
news outlets were yet another thing 
rulers had to cater to. The broadcast 
was being hosted by Cesare, and took 
place in front of the entrance to his 


property. 


To his surprise, Cesare took the 
microphone and addressed the 


assembled reporters. 


“My friends,” he began. “We 
stand at a crossroads in our 


civilization. Crime and corruption run 
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rampant through our city. | wish to 


make an announcement.” 


“Cesare, what are you doing?” 
Crassus began. Cesare ignored him as 
the reporters clapped their hands, and 
waited for what he was going to say 


next. 


“So | wish to announce my own 
campaign for ruler of Borak. As of now, 


| will be running against Crassus.” 


The current ruler’s jaw dropped, 
and the reporters all began shouting 
out questions at once. Cameras 
flashed, and recorders trained on 
them, sending the industrialist’s words 


and image all throughout Borak. 
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“Hard times require hard leaders. 
Decisive leaders. Unyielding leaders. 
Vote for me, and | will lead Borak into 
the future.” 


He stepped down, and gave the 


podium to Crassus. 


“Why?” Crassus asked, too low for 
the reporters to hear. True, he had 
thwarted Cesare’s ambition before, but 
he had never had the capitalist do 


something like this. 


Cesare smirked and replied in an 
equally low voice. “Why be the power 
behind the throne, when you can be 


the throne?” 
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He walked off, leaving the hapless 


ruler to the wolves, as it were. 
X 


Months later, Cesare won in a 
landslide. Crassus, in disgrace, went 
to Xanthia, whose own city had grown 
into a modern metropolis. Where the 
original garden and lake had once 
been was now a carefully manicured 
park. It was said that their race had 
been born there, and it remained a 


place of reverence. 


Crassus saw several people, 
mostly elderly, walk around the lake, 
making offerings in the collection bins 
or praying to Old Father. In the past, 


some had also prayed to Xanthia 
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herself, but she had strongly opposed 
this, telling them that, despite her 
appearance and long life, she was no 
different from them. Even the 
offerings, it was said, were only used 


for the upkeep of the gardens. 


She doesn’t understand the power 
She could have, thought Crassus. Or 
won’t. Maybe she was happier that 
way. But for him, he knew nothing 


else. 


Beyond the garden was an 
enormous structure, dozens of stories 
high. It was built to the south of the 
main garden, so that its shadow 
wouldn’t cast over it. This was the 
world mint, along with the offices of 
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Xanthia’s ministers and finally, 
Xanthia’s own living quarters. 
Although she ruled over this land, she 
delegated most day to day tasks to 
her ministers, men and women who 
had been chosen on their merits in the 
beginning. In recent generations, 
however, the ministry positions had 
grown more hereditary, while Xanthia 
herself functioned as more of an 
advisor than a true ruler. She refused 
the title of queen just as she refused 
the title of goddess. In actuality, her 
own country was now an aristocracy 
that only paid lip service to its founder 


and ruler. 


How she misunderstood the power 
she could have wielded. 
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Crassus introduced himself to the 
front desk. Then, he was led by 
guards up to the top floor. Being 
escorted out, he was led into an office 
not unlike that of Cesare’s. There, at 
the head of a long table, sat Xanthia 
on a large chair. 


Crassus had seen her before, but 
had never had a one on one audience 
with her. Not knowing the proper 


protocol, he bowed his head. 


“That won’t be necessary, 
Crassus,” she said. “There’s no 


protocol here. Just call me Xanthia.” 


It was as if she could read his 
mind. According to some accounts, 


she could. 


83 


“Thank you for seeing me, 


Xanthia,” he said. 


She indicated the chair opposite 
her and he sat down. “I’m sure you 
have much to do with your time,” he 


continued. 


“Not really.” She smiled, and he 
could see, despite her youthful 
appearance, the weight of extreme 
age upon her brow. Some doubted 
she was as old as she said. Cesare 
was among those. Still, there were old 
films of her from the days of early 
cinematography, where she looked the 


same as she did now. 


Who’s to say she wasn’t entirely 


truthful in her words? 
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“Yes, well, as you know, | recently 
lost the ruler’s election, despite my 
experience, to Cesare, the head of 


Borak’s main power plant.” 
“Yas,” 


“| don’t want it to appear as 
though I’m encouraging scandal 
simply because | can’t accept the 


people’s decision.” 
“But you suspect scandal.” 


She was doing it again, Crassus 
thought, both amazed and annoyed. 


“Sorry. | shouldn’t,” Xanthia 


added. “Please, go on.” 


“Cesare was elected in the wake 


of a crime wave. A wave that 
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suddenly increased right before he 
announced his campaign. Then, it 
subsided almost immediately after my 
defeat. This, in turn, all followed my 
rejecting one of his proposals.” 


“And what was that?” asked 
Xanthia. 


“He was pushing for an expansion 
of his plant. But he was insisting that | 
allow him to bypass the usual 
paperwork and inspection of the 
blueprints. Why would he do that? 
And why did he so quickly and 
conveniently become ruler so that he 
could do it when | refused? Something 
is amiss. I’m certain of it. Is there any 


way you can help? Could you 
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investigate independently? | don’t 
have the resources anymore for 


private investigations, but you do.” 


“Perhaps, perhaps.” Xanthia 
looked thoughtful, and rubbed her 
chin. “You're right. Something doesn’t 
add up. | must think and pray to Old 
Father about this.” 


XI 


Mantilles came up to Cesare’s 
office, holding the power plant 
schematics. Work on the renovation 
had commenced almost the day of 
Cesare’s victory as ruler elect. He 
hadn’t bothered to move into the 
ruler’s traditional palace, located in 


the center of the city. Instead, he 
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remained in his living quarters over 
the plant, so that he could oversee the 


expansion. 


Mantilles and a few of the top 
engineers knew what no one else did. 
That the expansion had been to place 
large storage capacitors with direct 
access to the power grid. This way, 
they could pull power from the entire 
city and surrounding communities, not 
only from what they put out, but from 
what other competitors did as well. 
Effectively, Cesare could shut down or 
Start up the entire city at will. 


Mantilles had been uneasy about 
such a thing. Not only was it illegal, 
but people had died for it. He had 
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seen Cesare’s payouts to several of 
the tenement supervisors. Not only to 
the ones who had lost their homes to 
the expansion, but to those who had 
been at the center of the crime wave. 
Why would that be? 


Mantilles was beginning to 
suspect. He and Cesare had known 
each other all their lives, starting when 
they were orphans on the street. Even 
in those days, he had been aware of 
Cesare’s duplicity, and was glad to 


have him on his side. Now though... 


Cesare was at his desk, when 
Mantilles walked in. “Yes?” 


“The construction is almost 


complete, sir,” Mantilles began. “All 
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payments have been made to the 
necessary parties.” 


“Very good. But?” 


He could plainly see that Mantilles 


had more on his mind. 


“Sir, why have payments been 
made to the neighborhoods unaffected 
by the construction?” 

Cesare put down his paperwork, 


and looked down. 
“Compensation.” 


“Don’t. Cesare, you and | have 
known each other for a long time. Tell 


me the truth.” 


“All right.” Cesare’s head came 
back up and he looked Mantilles in the 
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eye. “I paid the tenants to commit 
crimes. | also promised to keep law 
enforcement from investigating 

further. Is that what you wanted to 


hear?” 


“Then people have died because 


of us.” 
“What people? Rats, more like.” 


“We were those rats once, Cesare. 


How could you...” 


“Because we rose above, 
Mantilles,” Cesare cut him off. He was 
Starting to get angry. “You asked for 
the truth, and | have it to you. Well 


then? Besides, don’t act like you’re 
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innocent either. You had your share in 


the designs too.” 


He pointed to the schematics in 
Mantilles’ hand. The engineer tucked 
it away in his pockets. “Yes, | know. | 
wasn’t sure about it, then. But now... | 
don’t know if | can be a part of this. 
Not after the deaths on the streets.” 


“What would you have me do?” 
Cesare asked, standing and walking 
over to the engineer. “Go on 
television, and make a full confession? 
Pay out reparations to the rats on the 
street? Don’t you feel it’s a little late 
for that?” 

“Can we at least discuss this?” 
Mantilles asked. “We’ve known each 
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other this long. | don’t want our 
friendship ending this way.” 


“I’m not ending it,” Cesare 
replied. With a quickness that 
surprised Mantilles, given the other 
man’s bulk, Cesare pushed him 
towards the window. There was a 
Shattering of glass, followed by a 
scream and then a splash as Mantilles 
hit the river. 


“You ended it,” Cesare said. 
XII 


That night, a train came into one 
of Borak’s many train stations. 
Automobiles were never invented in 


this era. Rather, ships and trains 
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provided the mechanized transport 
throughout the world. Most passenger 
trains were public, and people had to 
pay for each day they rode. Only a 
handful of the wealthiest had personal 
trains. Of course, Xanthia was one of 


them. 


It consisted of a single engine 
pulling a single car, which in turn 
housed several bunk beds along with 
kitchen and bathroom amenities. Now 
Xanthia rode it into town, along with 
Crassus and several spies, to learn of 


Cesare’s plans. 


When it stopped at the station, 
the attendants were shocked to see 
the most revered being in their world 
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disembark. And with their former 
ruler, no less. Xanthia spoke with 
them, bidding them make no public 
announcements, and to keep watch 


over the train. 


They left the station and walked 
through the streets. At this hour, few 
trains ran, and fewer still pedestrians 
walked the streets. Xanthia saw 
homeless people sleeping on curbs 
and in locked doorways. Eyes peeped 
out of windows that were either 
boarded up, or covered with dingy 
curtains. Trash blew across the streets 
in a cool wind between the 
apartments. Several blocks away, 
Cesare’s plant loomed over the 
neighborhood, its smokestacks 
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belching smoke into the night sky from 
the constant burning of coal or organic 
wastes to heat the boilers and produce 
sufficient steam to turn the electrical 


turbines. 


Xanthia was appalled. She visited 
other cities in other countries from 
time to time, but always in the day. 
She was usually escorted by whatever 
ruler or diplomat came for her, and 
shown the finest examples of art, 
architecture, and industry. She had 
never, she realized, seen where and 


how the poor lived. 
She saw it now. 


“Crassus, why do you allow this?” 
Xanthia asked. 
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“What?” the ex ruler asked, not 
understanding the question. 


“This.” She waved her hand 
around. “This squalor. Not even when 
| lived in a tribe did people live this 


” 


Way. 


“You have lived a long time,” 
Crassus replied. “Before industry. 
Before true government. Before 
people covered the world in the 
billions. You know resources aren’t 
unlimited. Neither is food. Neither is 
wealth. Some people, unfortunately, 


must go without.” 


He saw her expression become 
mingled with disappointment and 


disapproval. “What can I do?” he 
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asked, growing defensive. “Yes, of 
course it’s sad, but | can’t change the 
world. | can only rule what I’m chosen 


” 


for. 


“But you were ruler. For a decade, 
wasn’t it? You knew about these 
places then. They are right down the 
street from where you lived and 


worked.” 


“Of course | did.” 


“What did you do?” 


“As ruler, | was over the army and 
law enforcement. | oversaw efforts to 
fight crime and war. | was alsoa 
liaison between the people and the 
leaders of industry. | made sure they 
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provided the services needed to keep 


the city running.” 


“And what of places like this?” 

“They are owned by business 
leaders too. This particular 
neighborhood is Cesare’s. He’s 
responsible for the upkeep, the train 


lines, and...” 


“But the people,” Xanthia insisted. 
“Who takes care of their health? Their 
well being? Would you wish to live ina 


place like this?” 


“No, but again, how can | force 
the owners to make it any better?” 


“Make new laws that require it.” 
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“Xanthia,” Crassus shook his 
head. “You confuse law with morality 
and ethics. The latter is what people 
Should do. The former is only what will 
keep society from falling apart. Yes, 
the two overlap but no, they are not 


the same.” 
“Well, they should be.” 


“If anyone is in a position to make 


laws, it would be you.” 


“| have not wanted to rule. Or be 
worshipped, or be feared. | only want 
to guide people to Old Father’s will. If | 
gave into wielding power...” 
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She looked around. “What 
guarantee is there that | wouldn’t 


become as bad as Cesare?” 


“You want contradictory things. 
You don’t want to rule or make laws, 
and yet you want people to do what 
they ‘should’. To obey Old Father, and 
care for others. To not be selfish or 
vain or ambitious. You want an ideal, 
Xanthia. You will never have everyone 
in the world doing what they should. 
You'd do well to have some of them 
doing that. So you will either need to 
accept that, or use the power you 


could have.” 


The spies fanned out, leaving the 
two alone. For a moment, they stood 
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in silence, looking into the darkness of 
the decayed street. Then, out of the 
corner of her eye, Xanthia saw a flicker 


of movement. 


“Over there,” she whispered to 


Crassus. 


“Let’s go. Make sure it’s nota 


spy,” Crassus replied. 


They slowly began walking along 
the curb. The shadow of movement 
ran away, and ducked into a nearby 
open doorway. There was no door, 


and they followed. 


Xanthia and Crassus could barely 
see, but it wasn’t completely dark. 
Some lights were still working, and 
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their eyes gradually adjusted. It 
looked to be the remnants of an 
apartment, for they were in an 
anteroom with a staircase leading up 
to an open hallway with several doors. 


Their query was huddled under 
the side of the stairway. Approaching, 
Xanthia saw no spy, but a small girl, 
probably homeless. The girl had very 
large eyes, and a large head, bigger 
than most people. Matted hair lined 


either side of a dirty frightened face. 


Xanthia felt a wave of compassion 
and pity hit her. She had long ago 
resigned herself to her fate of never 
having a family. As her mind and body 
had been changed, she found that the 
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desire for a mate, or even to mate, 
had left her. To most people, not 
having such desires was nearly 
unthinkable, so strong did they pull on 
the minds and hearts of ‘normal’ 


people. 


However, she still had some of the 
feelings of women, even after all this 
time. The desire to protect, and 
nurture. Particularly where the young 


and helpless were concerned. 


“It’s okay,” she whispered. 


“Come on.” 


She extended her arms to the girl. 
She whimpered, and buried her face in 
her arms. Curling up into a fetal 


position, she seemed to hope that 
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Xanthia would disappear if she 
couldn’t see her. 


But she had nowhere else to run, 
and Xanthia scooped up her thin form, 


and then stood. 


The girl cried out in fear, and tried 
to get away, but she was so little and 
malnourished, that Xanthia could 


restrain her without hurting her. 


“Come on,” she said to Crassus. 
“Let’s get her back to the train.” 


As the spies continued to search 
the area around Cesare’s plant, 
Xanthia took the orphan girl back to 
the warmth and light of the train. She 
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drew a bath in the bathroom section, 
Stripped the rags off the girl’s body, 
and began bathing her. 


The girl cried and whimpered at 
first, but Xanthia’s gentleness 
eventually convinced her that she 
wasn’t in danger. Xanthia tried to talk 
to her, but the girl seemed unable to 
speak. Then, she and Crassus noticed 
something else. 


The girl had an extra set of limbs. 
Or rather, two extra hands that flipped 
and flailed in the water. Crassus 


peered over Xanthia’s shoulder. 


“So it’s true,” he said. “I thought 
it was just an urban legend.” 


106 


“What?” Xanthia asked. 


“Flipper babies. Mutants. 
Children abandoned because they 
were freaks. Supposedly there are 
multiple feral people in the abandoned 
parts of many cities. No one knows 
why. Whether it’s due to pollution or 


an unknown disease or...” 
He trailed off, and shrugged. 


“And no one who sees them shows 
them any pity?” Xanthia demanded. 
She reached out her hands and 
grasped the girl’s vestigial hands. The 
girl’s huge eyes widened, not in fear, 
but in surprise. The girl probably had 
never before considered that someone 


else would overlook them. 
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“There are charities that look after 
the poor. | don’t know about those.” 


The spies came in before the 
conversation could continue. They 


had found a body by the river. 


“Old Father!” Crassus exclaimed. 
“Its Mantilles.” 


“Don’t blaspheme,” Xanthia said, 
scooping up the child and pressing her 
to her chest and shielding her eyes. 
“And there’s a frightened child here! 
Get that into the next room!” 


XIII 


They took the body of Mantilles to 
the police station. Xanthia had put the 
little girl in her bed and waited until 
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she was asleep before accompanying 
him. The policemen were nothing 
short of astonished. Not only had 
none of them met Xanthia in person 
before, but they would have never 


imagined meeting her in this way. 


“Mantilles, the main engineer 
under Cesare,” Crassus told the police 
chief. 


“I'll have our coroners examine 
him,” the chief answered. “And you 
say that these plans were on his 
body?” 


“Yes. You can have the originals. 


Xanthia already had her people draw 
up a copy.” 
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“My spies tell me that it’s a 
capacitor, not a generator,” Xanthia 
said. “We also found receipts showing 
payments to tenement supervisors. 
We believe that he engineered the 
crime wave in order to get himself 


elected.” 


“But why? Cesare already is the 
largest supplier of power in Borak,” 
the chief argued. “Why would he need 


more?” 


“People like Cesare see wealth as 
the end in itself,” Crassus replied. 
“I’ve dealt with the type for years. 
Bottom line, you have enough 


evidence to bring him in for 
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questioning. Get a warrant and search 
his building.” 


The chief was silent for a moment. 
Then, he nodded and headed for his 
office. “Let me make a few calls. lIl 


get as many of my men as I can.” 


At dawn, Xanthia, Crassus, the 
chief and several other policemen 
were taking a city train to Cesare’s 
building. When they arrived, however, 
they were in for a shock. A crowd was 
at the main doorway to the plant. 
Cesare himself stood at a podium in 
the midst of armed guards on his 


payroll. 
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“Xanthia, Crassus, greetings,” 
Cesare said with a smile when they 
disembarked. “I believe there has 


been some misunderstanding.” 


“You? How? How did you know we 


were coming?” Crassus demanded. 


Xanthia turned to the police chief, 
who looked at his boots. “Forgive me. 
Please. But Cesare bought our whole 
department. | have children. They 


need to eat.” 


“| was informed of your 
accusations an hour ago,” Cesare told 


them. 


“What happened to Mantilles?” 


Crassus demanded. 
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“Suicide. The man had issues.” 


“Really? Issues that involved 
illegal technology?” 


“What illegal technology?” 
“The kind that gives you a 


monopoly over the city’s power.” 


“Anyone can produce electricity 
for our great city,” Cesare answered 
smoothly. “I just have the means to 


regulate it. Observe.” 


He hit a button on his podium. 
The power in the next door building 
blinked off. Xanthia and Crassus 
looked off to the side. One by one, the 


buildings turned off. Cesare then spoke 
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into a microphone also mounted on his 


podium. 


“Now hear this! I, Cesare, ruler of 
Borak, demand your attention please. 
All who can hear the sound of my 
voice come into the open. Hear your 


ruler speak!” 


The police tried to advance, but 
the guards drew their weapons. The 
police drew theirs and the two sides 


faced each other. 


People began filing out of 
neighboring buildings. Xanthia looked 
at Crassus nervously. This wasn’t at 
all what she had anticipated. 
Moreover, she hadn’t met with such 


violent opposition in a long time. 
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“| declare an embargo on all 
power until | am delivered the bodies 
of former ruler Crassus, and Xanthia, 
supposed ruler of the world. | declare 
them enemies of the state, and order 
their death!” 


Shouts erupted from the guards, 
the police and the crowd. 


“You can get us out of this,” 
Crassus whispered. “Use your power. 


Use your influence.” 


Xanthia stood to her full height. 
She raised her arms, contorted her 
face into a scowl, and let out the 
largest scream she possibly could. 
She felt ridiculous, but the people, 
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even Cesare’s own guards, 


involuntarily flinched. 


“You will not fire on me!” she 
shouted. “I who gave you civilization? 


| who gave you life?” 


She felt great shame in doing this, 
for some peopled bowed their heads at 
her gaze. Cesare backed away, and 
entered his office building before she 
could order his arrest. So she 


continued to address the crowd. 


“| see his mind! He murdered his 
assistant, Mantilles, to cover up his 


other crimes.” 
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This was true. She had sensed it 
in his mind when he had tried to blame 


it on suicide. 


“Let us depart. Decide his fate 
yourselves. But know, your ruler is a 
murderer, and has conspired to take 
your freedoms to enrich himself. You 
alone must decide what to do next. 


” 
l 


May Old Father pity you 


Xanthia and Crassus backed 
away, and boarded the train. A few 
policemen joined them, and drove it 
back to police headquarters. The chief 
and remaining officers remained to try 
and disperse the crowd and remaining 
guards. As the train drove away, 
Xanthia heard shots fired. 
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She put her head in her hands. 
“What have | done?” she asked 


Crassus. 


“You kept us alive,” Crassus 
answered. “This is what you must do, 
if you want to keep evil from gaining a 
foothold in our world. You must be to 
the people something more, 
something bigger than they. Then 
they will hear you.” 


“I won’t be a tyrant, or a false 
prophet, or an idol,” Xanthia 
answered. “lIl never do something 


like that again.” 


“Then what will you do?” 
“Go back to my city. l'Il contact 


the rulers of the neighboring countries. 
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They will provide you with military aid 
in taking Cesare’s compound.” 


XIV 


For months, Borak was in chaos. 
While Xanthia tried to mitigate the 
situation by sending soldiers to back 
the anti Cesare insurgents, the fighting 
continued until the plant was finally 
breached. Cesare wasn’t found, 
however, for he had escaped through 
a secret train in a tunnel beneath the 


plant. 


Xanthia ordered that Crassus be 
reinstated until a new election could 
be held. Then, following Crassus’ 
advice, she began acting on her 
authority. 
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She ordered an investigation into 
the industries of Borak, and found that 
the power plant was but one abuse. 
Workers were overworked, and 
underpaid, forcing the majority of 
them into the poor tenements like the 
one where she had found Alondra, as 
she had named the girl she found. 
People regularly died of starvation, 


disease, or workplace injuries. 


She and Crassus agreed to enact 
new laws. Laws that established fair 
wages and safe, sanitary conditions. 
These laws she made mandatory in 
other nations, capitalist or communist. 
If she received pushback, she had the 
backing of the world’s currency. 
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Another thing she mandated was 
an investigation of ‘mutants’. It turned 
out that hundreds, perhaps thousands, 
of these poor creatures existed. 
Xanthia ordered that they be brought 
to her city. 


She recruited counselors, 
educators, and doctors to care for 
them, and raise them to be functional 
adults. Alondra, she personally 
adopted as a daughter. She not only 
survived, but thrived. She learned to 
Speak and grew up to become a 
diplomat. 


Things seemed to be getting 
better for many years. But as Xanthia 
asserted herself for the common good, 
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she took for granted that all would 
agree. Cesare soon found an 


opportunity for revenge. 
XV 


The country of Syberra extended 
almost to the northern pole of the 
planet. Larger by virtue of claiming 
large swaths of uninhabited territory, 
Syberra supplied enormous amounts 
of coal and iron ore to the other 
countries of the northern hemisphere. 
As a planned economy, it was 


communistic in theory. 


In practice, most nations realized 
that true communism only worked on 
smaller scales, when all citizens had a 


direct say in the allocation of 
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resources and commodities. For 
anything larger than a small nation 
state, a class of overseers had to step 
in and perform the act of rationing. In 
Syberra, the overseers became a 
hereditary aristocracy, breeding 
themselves over the centuries for 


culture and refinement. 


One of these, Pompeius, was 
riding a passenger train from one of 
the mines to the nearest city. The 
train he rode on ran parallel to another 
train track. This track led a freight 
train carrying a load of ore. The 
miners rose in the commoner’s section 
while Pompeius enjoyed a whole car to 


himself. 


123 


Inevitably, those who rationed 
rewarded themselves more than the 
commoners. And why not? Theirs was 
a thankless job where everyone 
complained that they weren’t getting 
their fare share of anything. It had 
gotten even worse over the last thirty 
years when Xanthia had imposed 
restrictions on upper class luxuries and 


minimum standards for worker safety. 


As if | were evil and cared for no 
one’s well being, Pompeius thought. 
The common good was his family’s 
duty. What did Xanthia expect? Borak 
and the other states had competitive 
economies where one could 
manufacture, anyone could buy and 
sell as they pleased and everyone 
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could become wealthy. What, then? 
Some people got richer and hoarded 
away from the poor. The poor were 
then at the mercy of the rich, who 
might or might not take pity on them. 


It was true that Borakians worked 
harder than Syberrans. It was also 
true that they had more innovation. It 
still made things disordered. When 
there was a crisis, what did Borak and 
countries like it do? Try to vote and 
waste time squabbling. 


What did Syberra and nations like 
it do? Make a quick decision and be 
done. Still, there were poor and 
unsatisfied in both. Xanthia’s 
attempts at reform had made the 
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capitalist countries more communistic, 
and the communist countries more 


capitalistic. 


An old man sat down at his table, 
and Pompeius looked up. It was 
Cesare, the infamous ex ruler of Borak, 
whose actions had made Xanthia take 
action in the first place. A man made 
wealthy by his own greed, as opposed 
to being born and bred for it, as 


Pompeius had. 


The ugly, flabby little man 
represented everything Pompeius 
hated in the world. Yet here they were 
now, to discuss a common goal. The 
world had gone just plain mad over 
the last generation. 
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“Cesare,” Pompeius greeted. 
“Please sit down. | see exile has 


treated you well.” 


Of course, Cesare had already 
seated himself, and was spreading out 
several papers. The overseer only 
said it to point out the 
presumptuousness. No manners or 
breeding at all. This was the vaunted 
capitalist. 


Cesare grinned. “I thank you for 
the opportunity, Pompeius. Yes, | had 
the foresight to buy a villa in Switzada. 
Good weather in a peaceful neutral 
country gave me a lot of time to 
think.” 
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He handed a blueprint to 
Pompeius. The latter looked at the 
paper and saw a basic design for a 


power plant. 
“So what?” he asked Cesare. 


Cesare showed him a map of the 
northern hemisphere. Borak and 
Xanthia, while several degrees above 
the equator, were still far from 
Syberra, although both Syberra and 
Xanthia occupied the east coast of the 
Same continent. Looking further 
north, Pompeius saw an immense 
glacier marked with a line separating it 
from the rest of Syberra. Moreover, 
there were several ‘x’ marks around 


the edge of the glacier. 
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“One criticism of our power plants 
is that they’re polluting the 
atmosphere,” Cesare told Pompeius. 
“Changing it. Raising the world’s 
temperature and thawing the 


glaciers.” 
“Again, | say so what?” 


“Note that | have proposed a wall 
here in Syberra.” Cesare showed him a 
blueprint of said wall. “No hidden 
features this time. Simply a wall to 
keep water away from Syberra’s main 
population. Channeling it down to the 
eastern coast.” 

“I also see you have marked 
power plant locations on your map,” 


Pompeius said. “There are no plants 
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there, nor do we ever plan to build 
there. If you’re worried about the 
environment, your fears about it are 


quite unfounded.” 


“Not worried about it. Proposing 
that we manipulate it. If plants were 
built there, then the air there, if not 
that of the north in general, would 
heat up. The glaciers would melt, but 
the wall would keep that excess water 


from ever harming you.” 


“Why, in Old Father’s name, would 
| even want that?” Pompeius 
demanded. “What’s the point?” 


“Look where the water would go.” 
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Cesare traced his finger down to 
the coastline, and tapped Xanthia’s 


city. 


“Xanthia is spending her time 
these days rescuing orphans. She'd 


never see it coming.” 


“Drown out Xanthia? Cesare, 
even if | did want that, the world 


economy would collapse.” 


“Not at all. The main city would 
be destroyed, yes. But who’s the 
nearest northern neighbor? You are. 
Who could go down there, rebuild the 
mint, and be hailed as the world’s 
benefactor? You could. Who could 


bring that territory under Syberran 
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control, and who would challenge you? 


No one.” 


“Despite what some capitalists 
think, I’m not an evil man,” Pompeius 
replied. “I would never agree to mass 


murder.” 


“Afraid of a woman are you? At 
your age? Come now, Pompeius. It’s 
just the two of us here. Be candid. 
Were you, or were you not, happier 


when she kept to herself?” 


Cesare let the question hang in 
the air for several minutes. Both men 
watched the snowy rocky terrain go by. 
The other train chugged along as well, 
keeping up despite the heavier load. A 
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model of efficiency that the Syberrans 


had made without Xanthia’s input. 


“The cost of such a project would 
be astronomical,” Pompeius said at 


last. 


Cesare grinned. Good. He was 


considering, after all. 


“I’ve run some numbers,” Cesare 
told him. “I could build the wall with 
my own money. All | would need you 
to do is see that the power plants are 


constructed.” 


“Even the wall would take 
everything you have. Why? What do 
you gain by all of this?” 
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“Two things. First, if | buy the 
wall, then | want asylum and a salary 


for the rest of my life.” 
“And the second thing?” 


“The satisfaction of ending my 
days in a world without Xanthia.” 


XVI 


Xanthia sat at the head of her 
conference table. Alondra, her 
adopted daughter, sat beside her. At 
thirty years of age, and dressed in an 
outfit that had sleeves for her 
midsection hands and full arms, she 
now looked more exotic than freakish 
to many. Her diplomatic missions on 


behalf of Xanthia had helped improve 
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perceptions of people like her, who 
were only increasing in number with 


time. 


Still, prejudice and hostility died 
hard, especially when old enemies 
were still at large. That was why they 


were assembled now. 


“Over the last six months, Cesare, 
still wanted for crimes against the 
Barokian people, resurfaced in 
Syberra,” Xanthia told her advisors. 
“My daughter, Alondra, has just 
returned from there, and will tell us 


what she learned.” 


Alondra stood up. “Six new power 
plants have been built on Syberra’s 


northern glacier. Despite protests 
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from environmental scientists in 
neighboring countries, the Syberrans 
have continued to build cities and 
infrastructure near there. The power 
seems to be going to fuel the builders 
of a giant wall, or dam, that borders 
the glacier.” 


“What of Cesare?” an old man 
asked. It was Crassus. While long 
retired, he had been invited, given his 
involvement with the civil war thirty 


years ago. 


“I spoke to a nobleman named 
Pompeius,” Alondra replied. “He 
confirmed that Cesare was there, and 
had been given asylum due to his 
donations to the project. | didn’t see 
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him, nor was | ever in communication 


with him.” 


“We've asked Syberra to arrest 
Cesare and send him to Borak to stand 
trial,” Xanthia said. “Needless to say, 
they refused. So...what can we do? 
None of us believe Cesare isn’t up to 
something.” 


“It’s not the siphoning of power at 
least,” an advisor spoke up. He 
handed everyone the copy of a 
schematic. “Pompeius did provide us 
with blueprints of the six new facilities. 
And while yes, they may or may not be 
genuine, what Cesare did thirty years 


ago is too large to fit in these.” 
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“And no, technology hasn’t 
advanced enough for him to build a 
more compact version,” another 
added. 


“Maybe he’s just trying to get 
back in power the old fashioned way,” 


a third offered. “By simple profit.” 


Xanthia looked at the schematics 
more closely. “What are you up to?” 
she whispered. 


Cesare and Pompeius were in the 
control room of the wall/ dam that 
bordered the glacier. They could see 
for miles from where they currently 


were. A few miles away, they saw the 
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first power plant, still billowing smoke 
into the air. Others could be seen until 
a tiny dot on the horizon was all they 
could see of the sixth station. 


Train tracks connected the plants 
to one another. As they watched, the 
train reached the first plant’s boarding 
zone. Men were coming out of the 
facility and boarding the cars of the 
train. While smoke still continued to 
billow out, the production of power 


was ending. 


The train finished boarding and 
chugged away. Tests had been made 
of the ice, and they found that it had 
indeed softened to the point where a 


few well placed charges should loosen 
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its bulk and let the water beneath 
gush forth. Of course, the plants, 
tracks and power plants would be lost. 
Still, to make money, one sometimes 


had to spend money. 


Rebuilding Xanthia the state 
would give Syberra untold wealth and 
influence. Especially without Xanthia, 
the person. Pompeius and Cesare 
looked at one another, and nodded. 


A press of a button, a few flashes 
of light from the glacier, and it began. 
Fissures appeared in the ice, and a low 
groaning sound filled the air. Then 
they saw water pouring out through 
them. It rushed out, and buffeted the 
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dam. The two felt a shake, but the 
structure held. 


Below, the train turned a corner, 
and reached solid land. As it chugged 
off into the distance, the ice that had 
Supported the track gave way, and 
then fell into the water, along with the 
power lines running next to it. There 
would be some power outages miles 


away, but that was expected. 


Then something happened that 
wasn’t expected. The ice continued to 
crack and the first power plant fell. 
But while Cesare expected it to simply 
fall forward, and be swept away, it fell 
to the side instead. The current 
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caused it to slam violently into the 


metal dam’s wall. 


The dam and accompanying 
station shook, and both Cesare and 
Pompeius were knocked to the floor. 
Cesare scrambled back to his feet, and 
peered at the dam through the 
window. A hole had been punched in 


its structure. 
“No,” Cesare said aloud. 


“What? What is it?” Pompeius 
demanded, getting to his own feet and 
rushing to Cesare’s side. They 
watched in horror as water and chunks 
of ice rushed through, tearing the hole 
open further. Icy water flooded 
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through, and the structure continued 
to crack. 


“You! You!” Pompeius punched 
Cesare in the stomach, and kicked him 
aside. But it was too late. The 
observation room broke off, and went 


careening into the icy floodwaters. 


XVII 


Xanthia and Alondra were sailing 
on a private ship in the middle in the 
river. Alondra had taking a liking to 


the archaic methods of sailing. She 
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had discovered it a few years ago, and 


Saw it as a unique challenge. 


She always wanted to try new 
things, particularly since she had 
grown up. Sometimes Xanthia thought 
that she simply wanted to put the past 
behind by ever looking towards the 
future. For her part, she felt that one 
couldn’t run from the past and could 
only deal with the present one day ata 
time. With Old Father always near her 
In spirit, she saw no need to worry 
about what would be. Old Father 


would reveal all. 


“There may be a storm coming,” 
Xanthia remarked. “Weather reports 


were thinking it this morning.” 
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“They’re wrong half the time,” 
Alondra answered. 


She was steering the boat. Since 
learning to sail, she had commented to 
her mother that she could be her sail, 
just as Xanthia was her anchor. That 
synergy is what made their 
relationship, she said. Xanthia felt it 
was love, but let Alondra have her 
fancies. It was good to be together all 
the same, and get both quality time 
and time away from Cesare and 


whatever he was doing up north. 


After an hour or so, the wind 
picked up, and they saw the clouds 


begin to roll in. 
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“This must be fifty percent of the 
time,” Xanthia observed. 


Alondra smiled. “No worries. 
We'll start heading back to shore. We 
can take our time, though. They’re 


still a way’s away.” 


Unfortunately, the clouds rolled in 
faster than she had anticipated. Soon, 
the waters grew choppy. The sky 
darkened as the clouds rolled in over 
them. Soon it began to rain, and then 


storm. 


Waves began to cause their boat 
to rock. Waves spilled over. A 
particularly powerful jolt knocked 
Alondra off balance. She screamed 
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and nearly fell overboard, but Xanthia 


grabbed her arm. 


“I’ve got you!” she hollered. “l 


” 
! 


won't let you go 


Anchor and sail. Only now the 
real sails of their boat had ripped. The 
boat shook violently, and Alondra 
marveled that they hadn’t yet sunk. 


Alondra’s eyes turned to the 
Shore. As she gazed, she felt a sense 
of calm. A man was there. She felt 
that the man was standing right where 


they should sail, if they wanted to live. 
“Mother!” she shouted. “Look!” 


Xanthia already was, and grabbed 
the rudder of their boat with her other 
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hand. The sails were now useless, but 
she could move it either with or 
against the current. As Alondra held 
on to her, they squatted down, and 
began moving the rudder. If they 
moved left or right of the figure, the 
waves grew more violent. Or if they 
took their eyes off of the figure. 


So, keeping their eyes on the 
man, they made their way to the 
Shore. Both of them whispered 
prayers of thanks, and looked for the 
figure. He had gone, but Xanthia knew 
it was Old Father. 


“We need to get back to the 
mint,” Xanthia said. “This storm isn’t 


normal weather.” 
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Indeed, it was due to the flood 
that hours later made its way to 
Xanthia’s city. She and Alondra made 
it back in time, and began making 
calls. The weather had turned to 


chaos everywhere. 
XVIII 


The flood wrecked both Syberra 
and the countries to the north. 
Xanthia had to quickly seal off the 
capital building. While she and her 
younger charges survived, much of her 
city was swept away. What had been 
part of the mainland was transformed 
into an island overnight. The flood 
waters continued to sweep over the 


northern continent. Power lines, 
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Stations, and railroads were destroyed, 
and hundreds of thousands perished. 


Nor were the effects limited to 
one gargantuan flood, as horrible as 
that was. Pollution in the air had 
indeed raised the average 
temperature of the planet. More water 
as it soread meant more evaporation, 
which meant more hurricanes and 


floods worldwide. 


For almost a century, the severe 
weather pelted the first people’s 
world. Nearly half the population was 
destroyed. The pollution in the air 
finally leached out of the atmosphere 
into the ocean. With the chemical 


composition changed, some marine 


150 


species died out, and others multiplied 
in the absence of predators. 


The food chain changed, but life 
on the whole pulled through. The first 
people, while decimated, lived on. 
And on Xanthia’s newly formed island, 
her adopted children, the ‘freaks’ and 
‘mutants’ of the first people formed 


the basis of the world’s second people. 


Once the weather grew stable 
enough for long term travel to become 
feasible again, the children of Xanthia 
ventured out, to help rebuild a world. 
Alondra, and the first generation were 
dead by this time, but the several 
dozen taken in by Xanthia had grown 


into a few thousand. 
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They had rebuilt on the island and 
had, for the most part, become skilled 
builders and artisans. Their larger 
heads and eyes did indeed correspond 
to increased intellect and eyesight. 
Their extra hands made them better 
Swimmers than the first people. 


The remaining first people 
welcomed the new comers in helping 
them rebuild cities. Moreover, while 
awkward in youth, an adult second 
person had an air of exotic beauty to 
the first people. Within five hundred 
years, the first people had 
intermarried and intermingled with the 
second people, and since the latter’s 
genes proved more dominant, the first 
people disappeared from the world. 
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They remembered Xanthia and 
still revered her as the protector of 
their ancestors. So the second people 
built families, communities and 
nations on mothers, rather than 
fathers. That had been the pattern of 
the first people. 


Second people traced their 
ancestry primarily through their 
mothers. Nations followed the 
patterns of being monarchies, 
aristocracies or democracies and 
distributing wealth along capitalistic or 
communistic plans. However, nations 
were smaller in size and there were 
more of them than it had been under 
the first people. The reason for this 
was that women wanted their children 
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closer to them than men, so 
populations stayed closer together and 
travelled less. Moreover, outright wars 
were rarer, owing to mothers not 


wanting to send their sons to death. 


But while the women tended to be 
kinder and more nurturing than the 
men, they could also be prone to 
remembering old hurts and being 
Slower to forgive insults and 
aggressions. The second people had a 
saying. Man’s anger is like fire. 
Devastating but brief. Women’s anger 
was like an iceberg. Hidden, only 
occasionally destructive, but 
everlasting. So the political climate of 
the second people had many cold wars 


and hidden intrigues, but few wars, 
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and no worldwide war until the end of 


their era. 


The technology of the second 
people advanced much more quickly 
than the first. For one thing, the 
knowledge of what had come before 
wasn’t lost. Xanthia and her charges 
had seen to that. For another, the 
second people were both more 
intelligent and more detail oriented 
than the first. 


Telecommunications and 
electronics grew in their era. Science, 
particularly medical science, 
advanced. Medicine and surgery 


nearly doubled the average lifespan 
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and dramatically reduced infant 
mortality. 


Chemistry and physics discovered 
the basic building blocks of nature. 
Elements and elemental particles were 
found. Scientists learned how to 


harness the atom for power. 


But with the power to create came 
the power to destroy. Nuclear 
weapons were developed and tested in 
remote locations, and built by 
unscrupulous queens and matriarchs 
in the event of an actual war breaking 
out. And when one power developed 
the technology, others then stole it 
through spies, or discovered it 
independently. 
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Xanthia spoke out against the 
gradual building up of arms. Such 
actions would not prevent war, she 
argued. When weapons were built, 
and alliances formed against enemies, 
people yearned to make war not to 
avoid it. 


XIX 


Xanthia welcomed the various 
matriarchs as they filed in to her 
conference room. The original mint 
and government building had been 
renovated, demolished, and rebuilt 
over the centuries, but still overlooked 
the lake and garden where her journey 
had first begun. Symbols and rituals 
always helped people feel connected 
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to one another, and remind them of 
their purpose. It was just a matter of 
ensuring that they valued Old Father 
and others above pomp and tradition. 


The matriarchs were decked out in 
elaborate gowns, military uniforms, or 
business wear, depending on the 
nation and temperament of each 
woman and her people. Men served in 
the military and unskilled labor, but it 
was the women who held the greatest 


positions and made decisions. 


Xanthia had yearly conclaves with 
them to create an open forum for 
discussing ideas, requesting outside 
help, or mediating disputes. However, 
the meetings were not mandatory and 
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fewer and fewer matriarchs bothered 
with them, preferring to settle matters 
between themselves. Even if 
subterfuge and assassination were the 
chosen methods of resolution. 


“Honored Matriarchs, welcome,” 
Xanthia greeted. “This meeting will 
come to order. | have read your 
reports and believe energy production 


will be our first order of business.” 


An older matriarch stood. “lam 
Minerva, Honored Matriarch of Petra. | 
must report grave news. All our stores 
of coal and natural gas are depleted. 
While there may yet be more to find, 
we must look to our sisters in the 


southern plain for help.” 
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A younger matriarch stood. “lam 
Honored Matriarch Athena. My 
country supplies food for a good 
portion of the continent. All our power 
is generated by wind and water 
turbines. | also have my top 
researchers looking into the 


possibilities of harnessing sunlight.” 


She turned to Minerva. “We made 
the offer to turn your power grids to 
cleaner methods years ago. Yet you 
insisted on dirtier, cheaper methods.” 


“You are an idealist, Athena,” 
Minerva answered. “I am a realist. 
The infrastructure needs are 
enormous. Besides, the climate 
Stabilized five hundred years ago.” 
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“As cleaner energy replaced 
industrial fuel,” Athena interrupted. 


“I am no Cesare,” Minerva 
continued. “And Petra is no Borak. 
Still, now we find ourselves forced to 
make changes. | will need to make a 
loan from the world bank of Xanthia, 
oldest and most Honored Matriarch.” 


“Cesare wasn’t evil by being an 
industrialist,” Xanthia said to them 
both. “Industries and governments 
are only as good as their people. | will 
advance a loan to you to pay Honored 
Matriarch Athena to refurbish Petra’s 


power grid.” 


“We will require a fifty percent 


Stake in the profits,” Athena said. 
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“Twenty, Honored Matriarch,” 
Minerva countered. “Our resources 


run thin. 


“Twenty five until your building 
debt is paid,” Xanthia said. “Then ata 


later meeting, we can renegotiate.” 


“I will be happy to provide aid to 
Petra, Honored Matriarch.” A third 
woman stood. “I am Honored 
Matriarch Diana. In return, | request 
the signing of a non aggression treaty 
with Honored Matriarch Athena.” 


This form of treaty forbade wars 
and spying. At least in principle. In 
practice, it was debatable. Athena 
was already shaking her head. 
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“| fail to see why such a matter is 
necessary, Honored Matriarch.” 


“We have discovered spies in our 
midst,” Diana said. “I accuse no one, 
but wish to take necessary 


precautions.” 


“Your country has been suspicious 
of mine ever since that arranged 
marriage between my sister and your 
bother fell through.” 


“That arrangement had been 
logged at a previous conclave,” Diana 


said, gesturing around the room. 


They all sat at a round table ina 
large brightly lit gold room with a high 
domed ceiling. Off to the left of 
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Xanthia was a monitor. To the right, 
was a series of cameras and 
computers where technicians recorded 


the meeting. 


“Your brother is a...” Athena 
began. Xanthia and the others gave 


her a disapproving look. 


“Your brother wasn’t a good 
match for our house,” Athena began 
again. “You know no one until you live 
with them, after all. | did return the 


dowry with extra compensation.” 


“A pittance for a broken heart, 
Honored Matriarch.” 


“Matters discussed must remain 


relevant to the present time, Honored 
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Matriarchs,” Xanthia said, steering the 
talk back to more productive matters. 
“The conservation and wise use of 
resources has ever been an ongoing 
concern. Honored Matriarch Athena, 
what other incentives can you suggest 


for Diana?” 


Athena thought. “I will waive all 
import taxes from your country to 
mine for one year. | will also have any 
of your imports marked up by a few 
percentage parts. Not enough to 
decrease demand, but enough to give 
you a profit, even after the power 


investment.” 


They agreed, and Xanthia brought 


up an image on the monitor. It 
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showed a tube like device with wires 
attached to this. The matriarchs 


looked questioningly at it. 


“As you know, nuclear power has 
also been developed,” Xanthia began. 
“Then nuclear weapons. All of you 
have signed a treaty prohibiting their 
use. However other nations, 
particularly the ones who no longer 
participate in the conclaves may be 


developing them in secret.” 


“Rumors persist on Octavia having 
such a program,” Minerva said. 
“Augusta, the Honored Matriarch there, 


is an ambitious one.” 


“| don’t know as of now,” Xanthia 


said. “I have, however, sought a 
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peaceful solution to the threat, if 
indeed it is inevitable. Dr. Lethe, my 
top research scientist, has been 
developing these suspended 


animation tanks.” 


“To induce long term sleep?” 
Athena asked. “I’m familiar with the 


theory, but saw no practical use for it.” 


“Dr. Lethe is the world’s leading 
authority on sleep and anesthesia,” 
Xanthia explored. “These devices, 
placed below ground in prepared 
chambers, could help protect people in 


the event of a detonation.” 


“May we have a device or 
schematics?” Diana asked. “Or is this 


still in the development process?” 
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“The tests have been run, and the 
concept works,” Xanthia told them. “l 
have prepared sample devices and all 
the data we have on them. You will 
find them loaded on your trains when 
you leave. I'll let you decide on how to 
implement them. I’m also sending the 
same to all the other nations as well. 

If there is to be war, we must be 


prepared.” 
“What of Octavia?” Athena asked. 


“I’m sending Dr. Lethe herself to 
oversee building shelters there,” 
Xanthia said. “It is my hope that she 
will get the attention of Honored 
Matriarch Augusta. And perhaps even 


get into her inner circle.” 


168 


“A spy?” Minerva asked. “Very 
risky. And very unlike you, Honored 
Matriarch Xanthia.” 


“I know. Believe me, | don’t do this 
lightly,” Xanthia said. But if there’s a 


potential danger to the world...” 


She let the unfinished sentence 
hang in the air. They all understood. 
While other things were discussed, 
Xanthia at least had the satisfaction of 


them focus less on pettiness. 
XX 


A woman opened her eyes and sat 
up in bed. She stretched and looked 


out the window. The sun was coming 
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up, and it looked to be a bright sunny 
day 


As she got out of bed, she looked 
around, and realized that she was ina 
hospital room. Not only was the bed 
equipped with machines to read vital 
signs, but she was dressed ina 
hospital gown. 


She took a few steps and saw a 
door leading to a bathroom. She went 
to the sink, turned on the water, and 
splashed some water on her face. A 
mirror was over the sink, and she saw 
an attractive middle aged face. So she 
knew what she looked like. 


It occurred to her that she didn’t 


know her name. 
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She stepped out of the bathroom, 
and saw another door that led into the 
hall. Some nurses were at their 
station and led her back to her room. 


“I'll tell Dr. Lethe you’re awake,” 


one of them told her. 


“Please. Where am I? Who am |? | 


can’t remember.” 


“Wait here. The doctor will see 


you right away.” 


Dr. Lethe turned out to be a 
woman with thicker hair but more 
wrinkles around the neck, so she 
wasn’t sure whether she was a peer or 
older. Lethe’s face was more careworn 


than her own, but her eyes were kind, 
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and the woman felt at ease even 
though she couldn’t remember 


anything of her own identity. 


“Good morning,” Dr. Lethe said. 
“It’s good to see you awake. You’ve 
been asleep for a month. That you 


can move at all is a miracle in itself.” 
“I can’t remember my name.” 
“Can you remember anything?” 


She thought for a moment. Her 
brow furrowed. “Octavia? Does that 


mean anything?” 


“You are in a hospital in the 
country of Octavia,” Lethe answered. 


“You were found unconscious on the 
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streets and brought here. Anything 
else?” 


“No. | can’t remember my name 


” 


Or... 
She paused. 
“Yes?” Dr. Lethe prompted. 
“Elements...” 


She listed off the name of 
elements as they popped in her mind. 
Dr. Lethe continued to take notes and 
ask questions. It seemed like the 
patient worked with chemistry or 
physics, but could still recall no 
personal details of her life. 


For the next several days, the 


woman lived in the psychiatric ward of 
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the hospital. She felt her mind 
starting to clear, but could still 


remember nothing personal. 


She had meals in the public 
cafeteria, and exercise regiments in 
the gym, always overseen by the 
nurses. Lethe came and went, but did 
little except question her on what she 
remembered. If only she could 
remember how she ended up here. 


“Honored Matriarch?” 


Dr. Lethe walked into a large open 
room where the ruler of Octavia held 
court. Honored Matriarch Augusta was 


an absolute ruler from a long line of 
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hereditary rulers. Arrogant, ruthless, 
and cruel, she had sought out and 
developed nuclear weapons to give 
her an edge over any potential rivals. 


Seated on a throne, pouring over 
a ledger of various alliances and rivals 


with her neighbors, Augusta looked up. 


“Yes doctor? You have something 


to report?” 


Lethe bowed her head before 
speaking. “The patient is in perfect 
health, Honored Matriarch. Her mind 
is clear, but she can’t recall her name 


or work.” 


“Very good,” Augusta said. 
“But...” 
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“She remembers something about 
chemistry and physics. Should | 
encourage her in any way? | thought 
that maybe if | did that, it would stir 


her memory.” 
“No. absolutely not.” 


“But | thought you hired me to 
conduct an experiment. To see how 
long the sedation treatment would 
affect memory.” 


“Yes. She is to stay in an amnesiac 
state. If she shows signs of too much 
recollection, you are to repeat the 
process.” 


“If | could try to jog her memory, 
though, | would know for sure how 
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much amnesia was really due to the 
drug. Any memories that could be 
recalled would mean that it is the drug 
alone suppressing them, not 
misdirection or any other factors.” 


“I hired you to do your research, 
yes,” Augusta admitted. “However, | 
am hoping that your work will result in 
a permanent blanking of specific 


memories while keeping her alive.” 


“Honored Matriarch, I’m afraid | 


don’t understand.” 


“She possesses state secrets. 
Secrets even you haven’t been given 
clearance to. So you see why I don’t 


want her to recover?” 


177 


“Why not kill her then?” 


“She committed no crime. In fact, 
she’s been nothing but loyal to me. 
Besides...” 


Augusta ran her hand over the old 
ledger. 


“Her family saved my 
grandmother from an assassination 


attempt. So | owe her that much.” 


She flipped the ledger open to a 


page, and skimmed the contents. 


“Yes. And the assassination 
attempt was carried out by a nation to 
the west. Who in turn took bribes from 
another one of our enemies. Both of 


them must be given justice. No, wait; 
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the second one gave my cousins a tax 
break on shipping. | Suppose that 
favor mitigates some justice debt.” 


She turned to Dr. Lethe once 
again. “All these matters of honor and 
pride. Sometimes they are hard to 
keep track of. Thank you for your 
time, doctor. That will be all.” 


“The first Honored Matriarch, 
Xanthia, tells us that we should forgive 
our enemies if we ever want peace,” 
Lethe said. 


“Forgiveness and peace can never 
coexist with pride and honor,” Augusta 
replied. “Besides, it was pride and 
honor that enabled the earlier 
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matriarchs to rebuild the world after 
the former men nearly destroyed it.” 


“You don’t believe Xanthia 
conveys the will of Old Father?” 


“Old Father has his own pride and 
honor to uphold. Why else does he let 
us live mortal lives and die? Because 


our first ancestors disobeyed him.” 


Lethe drew in an audible breath, 
for the conversation seemed to be 
turning blasohemous. Augusta noted 
the other woman’s shock, and perhaps 
felt some remorse for the words 
herself. She waved her hand in 


dismissal. 
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“Honor and pride are simply the 
way of things. But you and | are not 
theologians. We live in the real world. 
Good day, doctor. May your children 
and theirs bless you with honor.” 


“And yours, Honored Matriarch.” 


XXI 


Dr. Lethe returned to the hospital, 
and entered the suite where she 
stayed. Two years ago, she had lived 
and worked on Xanthia’s island. 
Xanthia had always taken an interest 
in her life and livelihood because she 
was one of Alondra’s descendants. As 
the world’s foremost authority on 
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sedation and induced coma, Xanthia 
had given her the task of developing 
Suspended animation pods. In the 
event of nuclear war, which many now 
feared, people would have a place to 
flee and remain until the fallout was 
over and the land returned to livable 


conditions. 


Xanthia commissioned shelters to 
be built, so that if the unthinkable 
happened, then there would at least 
be hope of survival. Because the 
functions of the human body were 
better understood, it was known how 
to slow down the metabolic functions 
and induce sleep. Electrodes would 
give the muscles periodic stimulation 


to prevent atrophy. Suspended 
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animation capsules were created, and 
shipped to as many countries as 
Xanthia could, to be placed in the 


underground shelters in case of war. 


Then Augusta had hired her away 
with a promise of double salary. She 
finished the work for Xanthia, and then 
asked the first Honored Matriarch what 


she should do. 


Xanthia suspected the country of 
Octavia was developing its own 
weapons. To that end, she encouraged 
Lethe to take the job, and report 
whatever she found out back to her. 
She had made a few calls back to 


Xanthia to report that she had learned 
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nothing yet. A week later, that would 


change. 


“Antonia,” the woman said to Dr. 
Lethe during one of their sessions. 
“My name is Antonia.” 


“Anything else?” Dr. Lethe asked. 
She had followed Augusta’s 
instructions and not tried to lead the 
patient towards recovery. Grudgingly, 
she admitted that it was good for the 
research to be as neutral as possible. 
Still, with the subject being a person, it 


seemed almost cruel. 
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“l...1...0ld Father. She looked at 
Dr. Lethe. “I wasn’t supposed to 


remember, was |?” 
“Remember what?” 


“I was an engineer. | was 


commissioned with...” 


“Nuclear research?” Dr. Lethe 
asked. That was leading the 
conversation, but she didn’t care. Her 
main objective was to find out 
Octavia’s intentions for Xanthia. 


“Yes. They are preparing to 
launch missiles. | was silenced so the 


truth couldn’t...couldn’t...” 


She broke off and began shaking. 


“No. No! What have | done? Doctor, | 
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have to warn people! It could start 


” 


any time. It... 


Dr. Lethe hit a button on her room 
wall. Orderlies came to restrain 
Antonia. She saw them coming, and 
tried to fight, but they were stronger 


and held her down. 


“I’m sorry,” Lethe said, turning to 
leave. At the nurses’ station, she 
wrote down an order to repeat the 
medically induced coma. She knew 
the orders would be carried out, so she 
quickly walked down the hall to get 
away from the screams. She was 
saddened for Antonia, but could do 
nothing about it. Nothing but get back 
to Xanthia. 
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She left her suite that night, and 
took an electric train, far faster and 
more environmentally sound than the 
first peoples’, out of the country. She 
was bound for Xanthia’s country, but 
would have to pass through multiple 
small nations, queendoms and 
principalities before getting there. At 
every stop, inspectors checked her 
identification and credentials, but as 
she had technically committed no 
crime, they paid no special attention 
to her. 


She watched the scenery go by. 
They weren’t too far from the river, 
and she could see both hydroelectric 
power plants, and windmills 
harnessing power. That was 
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something that they had learned from 
the fall of the first people. Three 
thousand years from the time the first 
people disappeared until now, they 
had grown and advanced to new 
heights. Would this really be the end 
of it all? 


XXII 


“Honored Matriarch, Dr. Lethe has 


left Octavia,” a policewoman said. 


Augusta hadn’t heard from the 
doctor in several days. She was 
getting concerned, especially after the 
report that Antonia was possibly 
recovering her memory. She had tried 
to call the doctor, but no answer. 
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Then she sent some of her people 
to the hospital. Antonia was back in a 
coma, so that was a good sign. But 
still no trace of the doctor. She had 
the police go up to her suite, and they 
found that Lethe had indeed fled. A 
database search of the trains 
confirmed that she was out of the 


country and bound for Xanthia. 


“Spies. Spies in our own midst,” 
Augusta said, more to herself than to 


the other woman. 


“Get the selected citizens to their 
Shelters,” Antonia said. “And prepare 


my personal one.” 


The woman swallowed hard. “The 


launch is beginning?” 
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“Yes. We have to. Word will reach 
the rest of the world any moment now. 
That will mean retaliation. If we strike 
quickly enough, maybe we can avoid 
that. But just in case...” 


She let the implication hang in the 


air. 


Dr. Lethe punched in commands 
to a computer console as people 
entered suspended animation pods. 
Xanthia stood next to her, her 
expression grim. The doctor had 
arrived in the middle of the night with 


the news. 
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Xanthia hadn’t been surprised, 
although she had hoped against hope 
that it wouldn’t be so. Now, she was 
watching her people enter their 
chambers. Theirs was the largest such 
facility in the world. Xanthia didn’t 
want anyone, man, woman or child, to 


suffer. 


The evacuation into the 

underground chamber below the mint 
had taken hours. Now, the final 
people were being laid to rest. 
Xanthia herself stepped into one, while 
Lethe would be in the final one next to 
the control panel. If all went well, then 
they would be protected until the 


bombing was over. 
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Old Father, have mercy on us, 
Xanthia thought just as she drifted off 


to sleep. 


A woman opened her eyes, and 
Sat up in bed. She stretched and 
looked out the window. The sun was 
coming up, along with several other 
lights. It looked to be a bright sunny 
day. 


XXIII 


Xanthia had been proven right. 
Eventually, the smallest of crimes, the 
discovery of spies in their midst, 


caused one nation to launch their arms 
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against another. Retaliation, not 
forgiveness or peace, became the 
order of the day. Alliances previously 
made drew in nations that had had 
nothing to do with the original crime. 
Old quarrels and grievances came out, 
and the world of the second people 
burned. Xanthia, and many thousands 
of people, however, managed to 
escape to the shelters. The world 
would begin anew, but would again be 
changed. 


Over the next five thousand years, 
the third race developed. Partially due 
to nuclear fallout, and partially to 
already existing recessive traits 


asserting themselves, no trace of the 
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second people remained after a few 


centuries. 


The third people lived in the 
northern latitudes, where food was the 
scarcest, and weather the windiest. 
They stood only about three feet tall, 
only half the size of the first two 
peoples. The hands they had inherited 
from the second people were webbed 
with skin both between the fingers and 
between the vestigial hands and arms 
and legs. The result was a wing like 
membrane, not unlike that of a flying 
squirrel. For they had not the ability to 
truly fly. They could, however, glide 
on steady gusts of wind, and could let 


themselves be blown along a path. 
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Mentally they were the most 
intelligent race the world would see. 
They also, like Xanthia herself, had the 
ability to sense the feelings of one 
another and could even ascertain the 


thoughts of others at close range. 


Unlike previous races, the third 
people were far more egalitarian in 
their society. No longer did it 
especially matter whether men or 
women were in charge. The third 
people recognized that both sexes had 


their advantages and disadvantages. 


This was one of many things the 
third people pondered. For while they 
were physically weak, their minds 
were thoughtful and active. Their 
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advancements leaned more to the 
philosophical and spiritual than 


technological at the beginning. 


They pondered how best to 
govern and redistribute wealth. They 
decided that laws would be needed, 
providing checks and balances to 
ensure no one person or group of 
people could simply do as they 
pleased. So their governments were 
led by two councils. One was made up 
of business leaders, and one was 
made up of elected officials. Each one 
had a chief that could be removed or 
voted in by a majority from both 


councils. 
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They made it so that laws could 
only be passed, wars could only be 
declared, and ventures started if both 
councils approved. If one council 
voted down another branches 
proposal, then the first council would 
have to either drop or revise said 
proposal. Terms were limited to ten 
years, and a candidate was only 
allowed to run for office if he or she 
had no relatives currently serving in 
either branch. While more 
complicated than previous 
governments, the third people hoped 
such a system would preserve order 
while minimizing the chances of 


tyranny. 
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They also developed religious 
thought. The previous two ages had 
been more concerned with mere 
survival than spirituality. People either 
believed in Old Father or not and there 
had been nothing like organized 
religion. In the third people’s time, 
religious monasteries were built where 
prophets and mystics sought to 
commune with Old Father via prayer 
and meditation. Sacred texts and 


hymnals were created for worship. 


While there were professional 
teachers of the prophets’ writing, and 
professional charities, they had 
decided as a race not to politicize faith 
in Old Father. It had been enough that 
business and administration had done 
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so. Religion was to stay out of secular 
power so that it could hold secular 
power accountable for its actions as a 
neutral party. It would not be that 
power itself, and risk being distracted 
from preaching Old Father by power 
and greed. 


Other third people delved into 
philosophy, and pondered the mind 
itself. They concluded that the brain 
took in information via the sensory 
organs and processed it via four ways. 
Feeling, reason, faith and memory. 
These things the third people taught to 


their children and grandchildren. 


Later, interest in practical science 


revived. Some moved further south, 
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seeking better climate. They built 
cities, and set about rediscovering 
knowledge that had been lost in the 
second people’s war. They believed in 
Old Father less than the northern 
nations. For the most part, they either 
believed that he didn’t exist, or was 
less than a person, that is, a type of 
vital force that permeated everything. 
They saw science as impartial reason 
and religion as blind faith. 


In this, they debated often with 
their northern cousins. These held 
that faith was vital to all knowledge, 
not just the theological. To use the 
information, one must first have faith 
that their senses were reporting 
accurately to their brains. Then 
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reason processes, emotion feels, and 
memories file the results under 


experience. 


On the coast, another branch of 
third people were discovered. They 
lacked the extra hands and gliding 
membranes, and were called 
‘grounders’ by the third people who 
could glide on the air. The grounders 
in turn called other third people 


‘gliders.’ 


Living an easier life with plenty of 
food and decent weather, the 
grounders embraced emotions over 
reason and experience. They were 
great artists and musicians and overall 


happier than their cousins in the short 
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term. But they were also short sighted 


and looser in their morals. 


The time came when the 
scientists in the glider cities began 
employing the grounders to help with 
physical labor, so that they could have 
more time to conduct research. The 
grounders never formed a strong 
nation or economy themselves, so 
they readily agreed. Unfortunately, 
they began to be looked down upon in 
future generations. The gliders saw 
themselves as superior to the 
grounders, and over time, laws were 
designed to keep them from working 
any but the most menial jobs. 
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Xanthia, meanwhile, had not been 
seen in five thousand years. The 
reason for this was that during the last 
war, her shelter and the suspension 
tanks were damaged by the shelling. 
The tanks lost their rate control 
mechanisms, and killed the people 
with her. Xanthia, however, merely 
hibernated for longer than originally 
intended and awakened in another 


moment of need. 
XXIV 


Cassa walked up a rough hewn 
road towards the range of mountains. 
Millennia ago, volcanic activity leveled 
whatever had once been there. 
However Cassa, like many of the third 
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people, believed it to be the site of 
Xanthia. 


For years, she had come to this 
lonely place to pray and to meditate. 
She heard Old Father here, not as an 
audible sound, but as thoughts in her 
head, compulsions to reach out to 
others, and teach them about Old 
Father. 


She had been led to come today. 
Reaching out with her mind, she 
thought of Xanthia. What she knew 
about the legendary servant of Old 
Father. How she had saved the people 
from perishing twice. Both from flood 
and from fire. They knew precious 
little of the past two worlds and 
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peoples. Most of that came from other 
mystics and prophets receiving 


messages and dreams from Old Father. 


Cassa smiled wryly to herself. Not 
that she would claim such titles for 
herself. She often told others that it 
was the false prophets who would 
claim such titles. False prophets came 
forward, claiming lofty titles and 
demanded compensation and 
recognition. True prophets simply 
conveyed whatever Old Father gave. 


Let others worry about labels. 


“Xanthia?” 
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Xanthia felt herself stirring, 
disoriented and groggy. She felt like 
she had overslept and now had 
somewhere to go. She tried to 
remember where. She tried 
identifying the voice that was speaking 
to her. 


“Xanthia? Are you there? We need 


you. The people need you.” 


Xanthia’s brow furrowed, and she 
blinked several times. The voice 
wasn’t anyone she had ever heard 
before. Then she realized that she 
hadn’t heard it at all. 


The voice had been in her head. 
It was telepathic. Yet before now, only 


Old Father had communed with her 
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telepathically. That was why she 
never felt truly alone, despite the long 
ages of her life. Old Father was ever 
with her. This voice, on the other 


hand, was someone else. 


“Who is it?” She said it aloud and 
in her thoughts. 


There was no answer at first, and 
Xanthia wondered if she had gotten 
through. Then, a small hesitant voice 


answered. 
“Xanthia? Is it really you?” 


“Yes,” Xanthia said/ thought back. 


“It is |. Please, where are you?” 


She felt a wave of emotion. 


Wonder, joy, incredulity, excitement, 
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and even a little fear came into her 
head. But she did get a name. 


“Cassa. My name is Cassa. 
Please. Where are you?” 


The last few minutes before 
sleeping came to Xanthia. The alarm 
had sounded. The bombs were on the 
way. She had ordered everyone on the 
island to the caverns below. 
Suspended animation capsules had 
been placed there, to protect and 
preserve the people. A computer 
would monitor conditions outside, and 
would release them when it was once 


again safe to emerge. 


She wiggled her hands and found 


the release button on her capsule. 
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With a hiss, it slid open and she 
struggled to sit up. She was stiff, as 
though she had been sleeping ona 
rock. However, the electrodes on the 
sides of the pod had kept the muscles 
toned and useful. Faint auxiliary lights 
still shone, and it took several minutes 
for her to get used to the light. 


“I’m at the northern base of the 
mountain,” Cassa replied. “I’ve never 
been to the summit because it is 
considered sacred. May | come up 


now?” 


“Mountain?” Xanthia asked, 
Swinging her legs out of the pod to the 


ground. “You mean the mint and 
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offices of government? Where are you 


in relation to the water?” 
“There is no water.” 


“Maybe the nuclear blast 
evaporated the ocean?” Xanthia 
wondered aloud. She staggered to her 
feet. “Climb up and tell me what you 


” 


see. 
“What is nuclear? Like fire?” 


“I guess so.” Xanthia walked over 
to the computer. She saw that a large 
piece of rock had smashed into it. 
Reaching out, she pried away rocks, 
trying to get to the electronics. Her 
eyes were slowly getting used to the 
dark. Looking over her shoulder, she 
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saw that while her pod still had a faint 
light coming from it, the others were 


completely dark. 


“I’m here,” Cassa told her. “I can 
see for miles. What an incredible view. 
| thank you, Xanthia, for honoring me 
with this...” 


“But what do you see?” Xanthia 


interrupted, somewhat impatiently. 


“Mountains and dried lava beds. 
No water.” 


Xanthia finally pulled the rocks off 
of the computer. She saw that a cave 
in had smashed the controls. It looked 
as if the regulator for the sedation had 
been most damaged. This meant that 
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they had all been overdosed. This 


meant... 


She quickly ran to the nearest 
capsule, and saw something that 
made her clasp a hand over her mouth 
to keep from crying out. A skeleton 
lay there. A skeleton of what had once 
been Lethe. 


She went to another pad. Then 
another, then another. All contained 
bones instead of living people. 
Xanthia realized that they had been 
overdosed and probably died instantly 
due to respiratory suppression. The 
only reason she had survived had 


been her different form. 
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She ran to the pad where she had 
emerged and inspected the timer. Five 
thousand years had passed. Not only 
was that longer than she had ever 
imagined, but also she had awakened 


in a new and different world. 


“Cassa, are you still there?” 
Xanthia asked. 


“Yes, | am here.” Cassa hesitated. 
“Would you be able to come out? 
There’s so much you can teach us. So 


many things we want to know.” 
“I will try.” 


In a daze, Xanthia stumbled to the 
stairs. The loss of everyone else in her 
city hadn’t fully hit her yet, and she 
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felt numb. Five thousand years. 
Everything and everyone she knew 
had been dead so long, that it didn’t 
seem real. The room meant to 
preserve them had become an ancient 


tomb. 


She walked up the stairs, or 
rather, picked her way through them. 
Some of the auxiliary lights still 
functioned, but most did not. That the 
generator alone still worked was a 
testament to the technical skills and 


engineering of the second people. 


Finally, she found the door. It had 
long been covered and crushed by 
debris. Whether by the initial blasts, 
or the shifting of tectonic plates, or 
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simple time, there wasn’t any easy 


way out. 


She began clawing at boulders. 
They gave way under her strength 
and, encouraged, she kept clawing 
away until a light peaked through a 
hole. Carefully, she pulled and 
widened the hole, until she could crawl 


out. 


As she emerged, she found herself 
in a barren landscape. The sun was 
partially blocked by clouds, so that she 
was able to see and adapt fairly well. 
She was on top of a rocky plateau, 
overlooking a dry, desolate rocky 


valley. More mountains bordered this, 
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and she could make out only the 
roughest trace of a path. 


This was what the garden, later 
the island, had become. The river was 
gone, along with all traces of how the 
land once looked. If she had not 
emerged herself from the underground 
chamber, she would have never 


believed that this was the same place. 


A small woman, dressed in rough 
wooly clothing, came towards her. 
There were slits on either side of her 
outfit, from which Xanthia could see 
Skin membranes between the arms 
and legs instead of hands. But 
otherwise, the woman looked like older 
women of the previous age. Indeed, 
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this little woman had a few wrinkles 
and crow’s feet by the eyes. She wore 
a woolen hat from which a few gray 
wisps of hair fell through. Xanthia, 
while panting from exhaustion, 
realized that the air was chilly. The 
volcanic activity here had long ago 
ceased. 


“Cassa?” she asked. 


The little woman nodded her head 


in acknowledgement. 


“Welcome, Xanthia,” she said with 
a bow. “Welcome to the world once 


again.” 


XXV 
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Cassa led Xanthia to her home. 
Sometimes walking, sometimes gliding 
on the winds using her ‘wings’, the 
little third woman took Xanthia 
through an alien landscape. Alien 
because, while geographically the 
place where she had grown up, the 
land had changed beyond all 
recognition. Gone were the large 
shrubs and forests. So was most of 
the water, although she saw wells and 
even the occasional lake in the 


distance. 


In a valley, she saw a castle that 
housed Cassa’s community. A large 
stone wall, about six feet high, 


surrounded several acres of farmland. 
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A stone keep occupied the center, 


surrounded by smaller houses. 


Cassa led her to the gate, and the 
gatekeeper marveled at the sight of 
Xanthia. At the keep, they entered a 
large hall where several long tables 
were set. Men and women ate, drank, 


read, and talked amongst themselves. 


The third people of the 
community all gathered forth to see, 
hear and touch Xanthia. They showed 
her the sacred texts, given to them by 
Old Father through prophets. Xanthia 
had never had such writings, so she 
was very interested in them. So they 
told her of their religions, their 


philosophies and their government. 
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“What about Old Father?” one of 
them asked Xanthia. “What can you 
tell us of him?” 


“I thought you still had knowledge 
of him,” she replied. 


“We know of his creating the 
world and giving you the last of the 
fruit of life,” Cassa said. “As | told you, 
the mountain where you were found 
was considered sacred. Seekers and 
prophets would go there, and pick up 
visions. Visions of what had come 


before.” 


“Could it be that what we were 
sensing all along was, in fact, your 
thoughts while you slumbered?” one of 
them asked. 
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Xanthia thought. “I don’t 
remember dreams exactly,” she said. 
“But | have a feeling. I’m not sure 
what it is. Like | was having a 
conversation, but couldn’t remember 


the words.” 


“Yes! That proves it,” Cassa said 
excitedly. “We have the ability to 
communicate through thought. 
Xanthia always did. We developed it 
over many centuries and began to 
have visions. Especially near the 
mountain. Don’t you see? They 
weren't from Old Father, or rather, not 
directly. They were the result of 
seeing and hearing Xanthia’s words 


and memories.” 
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“It would seem so,” Xanthia 
confessed. “Tell me, did you ever 


have visions elsewhere?” 


“Yes. At first, people just seemed 
to get them,” Cassa told her. “We 
tried to pray and ask Old Father for 
them. Sometimes he did. Sometimes 
he didn’t. They seemed to come only 
when he wished them to. They could 
not be forced.” 


“Something | always wondered 
about,” another woman said. “Why 
don’t we all have visions? Why 
doesn’t he physically appear? It 
almost seems like, forgive me Old 
Father, like he created us and then 


largely ignored us.” 
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“That he does not do,” Xanthia 
answered. “He is with all, and 
especially with those who cry out to 
him. Whenever someone is hurting, 
he is there. Whenever someone is 
frightened or lonely, he is there. 
Where ever there is goodness, he is 
there.” 


“If he appeared, though, more 
people would be more loyal to him.” 


“He values faith. He wishes for 
hope and confidence in what is 
unseen. The faith is not a completely 
blind one, however. He chose me to 
be a witness to him. My life, my 
words, and my actions, all point to 


him. There is providence, ensuring 
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that the right people or right things 
are at the right place and time. That is 
why I was there to take the fruit from 
Old Father.” 


“Go on,” Cassa encouraged. 


“After creation, our first parents 
were in a garden, where the mountain 
now stands,” Xanthia continued. 
“They did see Old Father face to face. 
But there was a test of loyalty. To eat 
a fruit that gave knowledge of good 
and evil would mean Old Father would 
withdraw and we would be left to the 
laws of nature and the consequences 


of our will. 


“But he set up a practice by which 


every twenty years, the descendants 
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of the first parents would return to the 
garden and ask for forgiveness.” 


“One moment, Xanthia,” Cassa 
interrupted. “Let us write these things 
down. We will add much to the sacred 
texts today.” 


She waited for them to gather 
books and begin to write. Xanthia 
waited for them, repeating things as 
she needed to. Then she resumed. 


“| was allowed to take the fruit of 
life,” she continued. “My purpose, all 
these long years, was to teach others 
of Old Father. To lead if | had to, but | 


only did so in crises.” 
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She told them of the first war with 
Cesare. And of the second one with 
Augusta. At her name, she sensed 
Cassa grow uncomfortable. She didn’t 
get a chance to ask why at that 
moment, because more questions 


came. 


“We can clearly see that Old 
Father has used you for a prophet,” 
they said. “But again, why doesn’t he 
make all of us prophets, and appear to 


all of us?” 


“That would have been the case, 
perhaps, if there had been no 
disobedience at the beginning,” 
Xanthia said. “After that, people had 
to choose to return to him.” 
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“There are other signs too,” 
Cassa reminded them. “We know of 
healings and have accounts of 
prophets who have had visions. Some 
of which weren’t even near the 
mountain to pick up Xanthia’s 
thoughts. Those would be from Old 
Father directly.” 


“Old Father is not in all acts,” 
Xanthia pointed out. “He does not 
control us or the world like puppets. 
But he also didn’t create the world to 
abandon it. He allows free will and the 
laws of nature. He is also sovereign 
and intervenes as he will. To bring us 
to faith.” 
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“Do we really have free will?” one 
asked. “Some of our thinkers don’t 
think so.” 


Some of the others groaned or 
made sounds of dismay. Xanthia could 
see that it wasn’t a popular view. The 


man continued, undaunted. 


“It is said everything, every event, 
even neutral ones like thought, have a 
cause. And those events have a 
cause, and so forth. All the way back 
to Old Father creating. So can 
anything really be other than it is now? 
Could it have gone another way? And 
even if it could, it didn’t. Well then? 
Are we just on a path that was already 


determined?” 
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“The fact that we can question or 
think different things at once shows us 
that we can choose any path we wish,” 
another said. 


“The only options available were 
determined for us too.” 


“Let Xanthia answer,” Cassa Said. 


“Free will exists. But you are 
right; it only goes so far,” Xanthia 
answered. In this she felt the 
promptings of Old Father. “You can 
choose what or whom you will serve. 
Old Father, another, or yourself. You 
are not free to have no master. Even if 
you choose to do nothing, you would 
still be following your own desires. 


They would then be your master.” 
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They murmured their agreement 
and approval. Xanthia continued to 
speak as they wrote. 


“It is also true that the longer you 
choose one over the other, Old Father 
or yourself, the harder it is to change 
course. Maybe for some it really is 
impossible.” 


“Surely not for Old Father?” they 
protested. 


“He will not force your will to 
conform,” she told them. “That is the 


one thing he will not do.” 


“It would seem, though, that only 
Old Father can do things without self 


interest,” another said. “Are we ever 
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free from selfishness? Even if we don’t 
want material wealth in return for faith 
and charity, you still get the other 
person’s gratitude, which is to say, you 
have them in your debt.” 


“That isn’t the way to look at it,” 
Cassa said. “That kind of gratitude 
only breeds resentment. Love should 


be cultivated, not ‘gratitude.’” 


“Still, love is something. 
Something that gives happiness. 
Something that keeps one from being 
lonely.” 


“Things must be done without 
resentment or obligation,” Xanthia 
agreed. “Perhaps it isn’t possible for 


us to be one hundred percent selfless. 
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Certainly it isn’t possible without Old 
Father. But he still wants us to come 
to him. And as we draw closer, so 

Shall he change our minds more and 


more into his likeness.” 


They spent the afternoon and well 
into the night questioning her and 
writing down her answers. Then one 
by one, they began to retire to their 
rooms for the night. Soon Cassa and 
Xanthia were alone in the hall, 
watching the fire in the fireplace burn. 
Xanthia felt it was a good time to ask 


the other woman a question. 


“Cassa, when | mentioned 


Augusta, you seemed troubled. Why?” 
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“What can you tell me of 
Augusta?” She answered Xanthia’s 


question with another question. 


“I knew her, but only rarely met 
her personally,” Xanthia said. “In the 
days of the second people, forgiveness 
was rare, especially among rulers. 
They kept careful track of all favors 
and wrongs ever done to them. More 
gratitude than love, as we talked 
about earlier. And yes, it did cause 
resentment. Resentment that led to 


wars and rumors of wars.” 


Xanthia broke off. Cassa had 
begun to hug herself and tremble 
Slightly. Although she sat far away 
from the fire, it wasn’t cold. 
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“Cassa? What is it?” 


Cassa bit her lip. “lama 
descendant of Augusta,” she told 
Xanthia. “We have traced her lineage 
down through the millennia. I’m not 
the only one, of course, but we 
descendants of the Honored Matriarch 
have always been proud of it. It is said 
that after the fires of the great war, 
Augusta emerged and helped lead the 
Survivors. She was a force of order in 
a time of chaos, of peace in a time of 


” 


War... 


She trailed off and looked at 
Xanthia. Xanthia saw in Cassa’s eyes 
what she felt in Cassa’s mind. 
Dismay, shock, a little anger, and the 


234 


recognition that she would have to 
modify, perhaps even abandon some 
of her deeply cherished beliefs. 


“Cassa,” she began. 


“Hush. | see your mind as clearly 
as you see mine. | Know you have 
been telling me the truth. | now you 


have not intended harm or insult.” 


She sighed deeply. “Tell me more. 
Tell me everything.” 


So Xanthia told her of the last war. 
Of the buildup of arms and the 
development of nuclear weapons. She 
spoke of Lethe and how she had been 
a descendant of Alondra. Xanthia 


wanted to convey to Cassa that she 
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wasn’t the only one who valued 


ancestry. 


“Then,” Cassa began when 
Xanthia finished. “The war was your 
fault? You said it was because Lethe 


was discovered.” 


“| don’t know,” Xanthia admitted. 
She grew sad, for she had hoped to 
avert disaster all those years ago. “l 
saw that was coming. If not Augusta, 
then someone would have set it off. 
Lethe and | tried to spread the 
Shelters, so that if it did come to war, 
then...” 


She trailed off. Each woman 
wondered who was really responsible. 
Or if it they all had had a part in it. 
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Old Father never told anyone what 
might have been. 


“What did your histories tell of 
me?” Xanthia asked. 


“Of you not much,” Cassa replied. 
“It was said that you vanished, and 
that Augusta had to take charge of the 
other survivors. She organized food 
supplies, assigned workers to build 
and clean up the rubble. She lived 
many years after starting the world 
anew, and then died. | always saw her 
as a hero. | never imagined that she 
would have had a part in the war. Let 
alone that you did.” 


“I tried to prevent it,” Xanthia 


repeated. She felt herself bristling and 
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becoming defensive. “Everything | did 


was to...” 
She trailed off. 


“Perhaps we should just call it a 
night,” Cassa said. “We will speak 


again in the morning.” 


Cassa and Xanthia stayed in the 
hall. Both opted to sleep on opposite 
ends of the fire. Neither spoke to one 


another as they fell asleep. 
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That night, Cassa dreamed. She 
did from time to time. It was believed 
that the most vivid dreams came from 


Old Father, as this one now did. 
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She was in an underground 
chamber, watching second people 
crawl into clear tubes equipped with 
cushions, breathing masks and other 
bits of metal and electronics that 
Cassa didn’t understand. She 
recognized the place; it was the tombs 
of the ancient people. She had made 
pilgrimages there multiple times to 
gaze upon the mummies and bones of 


her ancestors. 


But the third people knew that it 
hadn’t been the chamber’s original 
purpose. In the beginning, it had been 
a shelter from war. Cassa knew that 
she was dreaming, and saw that she 
was dreaming of the time when the 


second world burned. 
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Augusta, alive at this time, was 
watching a monitor near the central 
controls. It showed the city above 
ground, having fire and heat rain down 
on it. Buildings fell as the ground 
shook from the shockwaves, and fires 
broke out in every direction. People 
burned and only had moments to 


scream before they were vaporized. 


“Old Father,” Augusta said. Tears 
running down her cheeks, her gaze 
was transfixed on the carnage. Behind 
her, people, largely the wealthy, were 
getting into their tubes and sealing 


themselves in. 


“Honored Matriarch, we must 


hurry,” a woman in uniform told her. 
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“| didn’t think it would happen so 
fast,” she said. “Did Xanthia have 


weapons too, then?” 


“No, these aren’t coming from 
that direction,” the policewoman said. 
“Others saw the attack on Xanthia, 


and are avenging her now.” 


“I only wanted to punish the 
spies,” Augusta said. “Lethe and any 
others from Xanthia. | didn’t want the 


whole world...” 


“What does it matter?” The other 
woman forgot her protocol in her own 
fear and anguish. “You were thinking 
of attacking other nations. You always 
spoke of pride and honor.” 
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She gestured at the monitor. 


“Here is your pride and honor!” 


She then grabbed Augusta 
roughly and pushed her into another 


tube. “Too late now. Take cover!” 


After Augusta was sealed off, the 
scene went dark. Then Cassa floated 
in the darkness for, she knew not how 


long. 
“Cassa,” a voice called out. 
“lam here,” she asked. 


“See the truth. See the world of 


five thousand years past.” 
“|,..who are you?” 


“Lam who lam.” 
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“Old Father?” 


She tried to bow, but couldn’t tell 
whether she did or not. Then she saw 
another sight. She saw Xanthia, and 
another woman going about the same 


actions as Augusta had. 


It must be the woman Lethe, 
Cassa thought. The spy. 


“The one who saved the world,” 
Old Father answered. “If not for her 
and Xanthia, the shelters wouldn’t 
have been.” 


“Have | judged her wrongly?” 
Cassa asked, dismayed. “Have we 


been wrong about Augusta all along?” 
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She felt a pit in her stomach grow. 
All the pride in her lineage, to say 
nothing of her sense of identity, had 
always been a cornerstone of who she 
was. Wasn’t her ancestry something 
to celebrate? 


Her sight darkened again, and 
then focused to another place and 
time. It was a series of charred ruins. 
People were working hard to clear any 
debris. Using horse drawn carts, they 
were carrying anything beyond repair 
to a large dug out hole that served as 
a rubbish pile. 


Other people were gutting out the 
ruins and making plans to reinforce 


the buildings that could be saved. In 
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the midst, conducting the efforts was 
Augusta herself. 


She had aged several years from 
the last time Cassa had seen her, 
although she knew not how long her 
ancestor had been in hibernation and 
how long she had lived since then. 
Augusta’s hair had gone mostly grey, 
and her face had become far more 
weather-beaten. Still, her spirit had 
clearly not been extinguished, for even 
now there were traces of old pride in 


her eyes. 


Cassa heard a rustle beside her. 
She looked over her shoulder to see 
Xanthia standing beside her. They 
watched together in silence for a long 


245 


time. Then her vision ended, and 
Cassa awakened. 


She looked about her, and saw 
that the fire had died down to embers. 
She was still wrapped up in a blanket 
and looked over at Xanthia. Her eyes 
were open, and she looked at Cassa. 
Cassa Saw recognition in Xanthia’s 
eyes, as though they had just been 
somewhere else, watching something 


else altogether. 


“Did you dream, Xanthia?” Cassa 
asked. 


“Yes,” came the reply. 
“Augusta?” 


She nodded. 
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“Did you do that? Or was it Old 


Father?” 


“I couldn’t do that. Besides, | 
Slept while Augusta lived out her days. 
It was Old Father who showed us both. 
Augusta was neither entirely hero nor 
villain. In the end, she seemed to 
have real remorse for what 


happened.” 


“Then she is with Old Father 


now?” 


Xanthia thought. “I don’t know. | 
hope so. All should be with Old Father. 
But everyone stands before him alone. 
What happens between anyone and 
Old Father is the business of no one 


else.” 
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Cassa nodded. “I’m sorry for 


being angry with you.” 


“All will be well,” Xanthia said. 
“Whatever happens that has always 
been Old Father’s promise. All will be 


well.” 


XVII 


Kartang stood in the mine, looking 
over his workers. He, a glider, was 
overseer of a group of grounders. And 
it had been nothing but trouble. 


They did their work, all right. But 
they had no respect for him. They 
were blunt in speech to the point of 
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rudeness, refused to call him sir, and 
would often leave for over an hour ata 


time to ‘take breaks’. 


Now they were complaining about 
a shaft being unsafe. Consequently, 
they were refusing to go down there 


until it was reinforced by another crew. 


“You have been paid to do a job,” 
Kartang said to the shift leader, a 
grounder woman named Juno. “If you 
expect to get paid, then you will do it. 
If not, then there are more where your 
lot came from that would be happy for 


the work. So, what’s it going to be?” 


“It isn’t an unwillingness to work, 
Kartang. It’s not safe,” Juno told him 
for about the fifth time now. “The 
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supports in that shaft won’t stand 
against all the rattling and shaking 


those older drills do. Now if...” 


“I’ve ordered updated equipment 
for you,” Kartang interrupted. 
“Though | don’t see why. Regulations 
already require e equipment 
replacement every five years. What 


you have is only two years old.” 
“Then reinforce the shaft.” 


“That will take more time and 
money than getting newer drills. 


We’re on a deadline, crew leader.” 


If they wouldn’t be courteous in 
speech, he at least would, and not 


address Juno by her name instead of 
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title. Though frankly, he didn’t see 
that the woman either appreciated or 
deserved it. 


“Once I’m comfortable with 


conditions, we'll work.” 


“Comfortable? You want to be 
comfortable? This is hardly the job for 


comfort.” 


Juno didn’t bring up the fact that 
Kartang had a plush office as director, 
and never had to pick up a drill. She 
did however say, “What else are we 
allowed to do?” 


“You're allowed to complete the 
tasks you were paid for. The steel 
mills need their quota of ore. Until 
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your replacement gear comes in, 
however, you will keep working. If the 
quota goes down, profit goes down. 
Then you'll really be out of work.” 


“Old Father and Xanthia, man, will 


you just...” 


“No course language, if you 
please.” 


Juno took a deep breath and 
forced herself to keep her temper. 
“What if someone gets hurt in the 


meantime?” 


Kartang snorted. “Unlikely. You’re 
tough. Even if there was a cave in, 
you should only have a scratch. Now, 
are you going to work, or do you go 
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back to your families without 
paychecks?” 


Juno’s eyes narrowed. She said 
no more, however, and turned to enter 
the mines. Slowly, the rest of the 
miners followed. Within minutes, to 
Kartang’s satisfaction, he soon heard 


the sounds of drilling. 


After a few minutes, however, he 
heard a loud explosion, followed by 
smoke billowing out of the hole, and 
grounders running out. Many were 


scratched and burned. 


“Get help!” one cried out. “A drill 


exploded! The shaft is collapsing!” 
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Juno pulled out a badly burned 
man; apparently, he was the one who 
was holding the drill. He was 
breathing shallow and irregular. 
Kartang was surprised he even made it 


out alive. 


Juno locked eyes with him for a 
moment. She said nothing, but her 
eyes said more than words could. The 
others looked at him as well, and 
Kartang tried to meet their gaze. He 
couldn’t for long, however, and 


retreated to his office. 


Sitting at his desk, he reached out 
and took his phone. He supposed he’d 


need to call for medical help. 
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“Hello? Yes. There’s been an 
accident. Several burned. One 
perhaps fatally. | don’t know. The rats 
scurry around their tunnels all the time 
without problems. Don’t know what 
caused it.” 


Juno walked past the door, still 
dragging the injured man. She heard 


every word. 
XXVIII 


The next morning, Cassa and 
Xanthia decided to travel to the other 
communities and cities. She had been 
awake for a few days now, and word of 
her discovery needed to be spread. 
They rode in a horse drawn cart out of 
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the castle and travelled through the 


countryside. 


They carried hand written copies 
of Xanthia’s interviews, prepared over 
the last several weeks for distribution. 
To Xanthia’s surprise, they also gave 
her a few computer disks that had 


been prepared. 


“I thought this technology would 
have been lost,” she commented to 


Cassa as they rode. 


“For many centuries, it was,” 
Cassa told her. “But eventually much 
was rediscovered, especially further 
south. We in the north choose to live 
Simply, more in tune with the natural 


world. But we still have a few modern 
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things to keep us informed of the 
world at large. We also have ways to 
pass on information. The first 
communities are more like us, and will 
prefer printed books. As we travel 
further south, however, we will need 


the disks to pass on.” 


“What are the communities we 


are visiting like?” Xanthia asked. 


“We are headed to the tombs of 
the ancients,” Cassa said. “It is cared 
for by the Garms.” 


“Did you say Garms?” Xanthia 
asked. She hadn’t heard that name 
for millennia, yet she remembered her 


uncle still. 
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“Yes. They are a heretical group 
who believes that there is not one but 
many Old Fathers,” Cassa replied. 
“Then there is another group further 
south who believe that Old Father isn’t 
separate from his creation. Rather, 
they think that everything is a piece of 
Old Father, just as our hair, skin and 
organs are each parts of us.” 


“Are they called Sobeks?” Xanthia 
asked, feeling dismayed. She had a 
feeling of where they had received 


their ideas. 


“Why yes,” Cassa answered. 
“Does that mean something to you?” 


“They were friends of mine once,” 


Xanthia said softly. “Long ago.” 


258 


A couple weeks travel took them 
across the dry plains. Tundra like 
mosses grew sporadically, and a few 
herds grazed on it. They stopped to 
talk with the occasional shepherd, but 


this was largely an empty land. 


Eventually they reached another 
castle. Like Cassa’s it consisted of a 
central keep with low walls, gardens, 
and smaller personal dwellings. 


They entered by the front gate 
and were escorted into the keep’s 
main hall. Unlike Cassa’s, there were 
several statues of second men and 
women arranged around the largest 
table. As before, the third people were 
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amazed at the sight of a living first 


person. 


“Xanthia, welcome,” their leader 
said. He was an old third man with a 
long scraggly beard. “I am Charon. It 
is an honor | never thought I would live 
to see. One of the gods returned to 
the world.” 


He got on his knees and bowed in 
worship. Xanthia was disturbed by 
this, and gently pulled him to his feet. 
“lam not a god. You must worship Old 
Father only.” 


“Old Father. Yes. Of course. He is 
the first of the gods. From nothing he 
came forth. Two other gods followed 


and together they...” 
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“High Priest Charon, | must 
interrupt. You received a vision from 


the sacred mountain, did you not?” 


“Not I. But my predecessors did. 
| have not been worthy of a true 


vision.” 


“The mountain is where | 
Slumbered. Those ‘visions’ were my 
dreams being felt and heard by 
others.” 


“Amazing. But you truly think 


yourself not divine?” 


“No. | was born into the world. | 
did not exist before it. Old Father 


made everything and everyone.” 
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“But those naturally born may 


become divine.” 


Charon gestured around the hall, 
at the statues. “When the last world 
burned, some were spared. These 
made the world just as Old Father had 
in the beginning. Augusta saved the 
world and achieved the status of 


legend.” 


“They are buried under our feet,” 
Cassa told Xanthia. “Charon, may we 


see?” 
“Of course. Please, follow me.” 


He led them to a corridor to the 
side of achamber. They descended 
down a flight of stairs, hundreds of 
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steps and dozens of stories into the 
earth. 


Xanthia found a well lit chamber. 
She noticed torches flickered in 
fixtures that once held light bulbs. The 
tubes were still in relatively good 
condition. Xanthia saw that the bodies 
within were not mere skeletons, but 
well preserved mummies. Skin, hair 


and clothes were relatively intact. 


One of the tubes was overlaid with 
gold and silk. It was the one nearest 
to the former computer terminals. 
Xanthia and Cassa approached slowly. 
Charon bowed his head and mumbled 
a chant in a language Xanthia didn’t 
recognize. Cassa told her later that it 
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was the secret language of the clergy. 
They used it to offer private prayer 
that the ‘common’ people couldn’t 
overhear. They had to be content with 


silent prayer. 


“Behold Augusta,” Charon told 
them as the two women gazed on the 
mummy. Xanthia would still have 
identified it as Augusta, even if she 
hadn’t been told. While the Honored 
Matriarch had clearly died of old age, 
as opposed to being killed, there were 
still traces of the old pride that had 
condemned a world. There was also 
worry lines conveying concern and 
sorrow. Perhaps the third people were 
right, and she had ended better than 
she started. 
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In any event, it was clear that 


they were in the country of Octavia. 


“Cassa, you have come here often 
on pilgrimage, yet you have never 
become a Garm,” Charon said. 


“| hold my ancestors in high 
esteem,” Cassa answered. Her brow 
furrowed. “But! have ever held that 
there is but one Old Father. Xanthia’s 
awakening will make us all readjust 


our beliefs.” 


Xanthia told Charon what she had 


told Cassa’s community. 


“Garm was the name of my uncle. 
After | first saw Old Father, he 


wondered whether there weren’t more 
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than one. When your founder read my 
Sleeping thoughts, he may well have 


been reading that memory.” 


“What? Was the earlier prophet 
wrong?” Charon asked. Like Cassa, he 
was dismayed, but like Cassa he would 


still hear her out. 


“I saw Old Father as three beings 
drifting into and out of each other,” 
Xanthia explained. “Garm thought it 
meant that he was more than one. My 
friend, Sobek, thought it meant that 
there was no distinction between Old 


Father and his work.” 


“Yes, there was another prophet 
who came away with that message,” 
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Charon asked. “What then is the 
truth?” 


“Old Father is one and three all at 


once.” 
“That is a contradiction.” 


“Not at all. Old Father is the first 
of all things. Thus he must be more 


than us.” 
Charon nodded slowly. 


“He is to us what a solid object is 
to a flat diagram,” Xanthia said. “One 
three dimensional made up of multiple 


two dimensional ones.” 


“Old Father is not an object,” 


Charon argued. 
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“No. But being creator, he was 
before creation. Before a universe. 
Before space and time, let alone 
before anyone or anything else. Old 
Father is one being, the first cause. He 
is also a plurality so that he can be 
aware of himself without bringing in 
another place or thing before space 


and time began.” 


“So you believe the world was 
created so that Old Father could create 
multiple self aware creatures?” Charon 


asked. 


“Yes. When you think about 
anything, even yourself, your mind is 
thinking of you against the backdrop 


of space and as opposed to others,” 
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Cassa pointed out. “Old Father alone 
can do this with nothing else because, 
being one in three, he is never alone. 
We lower beings needed a space to 
live in, and time for motion and 


change.” 


Charon looked back at Augusta’s 
body. “What of the other gods, then?” 
he asked. “Have we been so wrong 
after all?” 


“There have been other prophets 
and visions among the Garms and 
Sobeks,” Cassa said, for Xanthia’s 


benefit as well as Charon’s. 


“Each time, some of our number 
were persuaded to leave our beliefs for 


the more common one of Old Father 
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being alone and separate,” Charon 
confirmed. “Yet there have always 
been those who remained. They, I, 
always thought they were the 
heretics.” 


He looked at Xanthia. “Now you 
are here, Xanthia, and | fear that | was 
the wrong one. What does that mean 
for the Garms? Will Old Father punish 


us?” 


“All stand before Old Father one 
on one,” Xanthia told him. “It is not 
how you begin but where you end. 
Whatever the fate of those who came 
before us, Old Father will judge them 
with more justice and mercy than any 


of us could.” 
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Charon nodded slowly. 


“All will be well,” Xanthia told him. 
“That has been his promise to me 


always.” 


They stayed among the Garms for 
several days. Many, including Charon, 
came to true belief in Old Father, while 
some doubted and held on to their 


earlier beliefs. 


XXIX 


As they went further south, they 
saw that ground grew less barren. 
Grass gradually appeared, and shrubs 
appeared on the horizon. Animals 


could be seen grazing in the distance. 
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Xanthia was pleased that the previous 
war hadn't destroyed everything after 
all. 


Cassa and Xanthia visited the 
Sobeks. Instead of a castle, they lived 
ina cave. Within the cave was a large 
lake, where their suspended animation 
chambers were located. 


According to Gautama, the high 
priest of the Sobeks, the chambers 
had flooded centuries ago. Now, they 
saw the water as a metaphor for Old 
Father. They believed that everything 
separated off from Old Father, only to 
fall back into him after death. As the 


water and as life flowed together, so 
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Old Father moved in and through 


creation. 


One thing she learned was that 
the Sobeks had perfected clean 
energy production. They were 
decedents of Honored Matriarch 
Athena’s people. They had a 
generator for their community that 
was powered by the flow of 
underground water. Solar and wind 
power also provided energies to 
individual cities or single buildings. 
Unlike the days of Cesare, no one 
person or corporation had a monopoly 


on energy production. 


“All are free to share what we 
have,” Gautama told them. They were 
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seated on the shores of the 
underground lake. The Sobeks lived 
very simply, only having a couple of 
Sleeping blankets away from the 
shore, and a few stoves to cook any 


fish they caught by net in the lake. 
“For all is but a part of Old Father.” 


“I knew Sobek,” Xanthia told him. 
“Old Father isn’t part of the world as 
he wondered. He is above and 
beyond. Nothing can limit him. Not 


even the whole of the universe.” 


“Why do you make him so 
distant?” Gautama asked. 


“He is near to anyone who seeks 
him,” Xanthia said. “But he never 
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forces himself onto you. That is the 
one thing he won’t do.” 


“You don’t hold that Old Father is 
in all things?” 


“No. That would make Old Father 
the author of evil. Evil is a corruption. 
No corruption or imperfection can 
come from Old Father. Indeed, our 
ideas and standards of goodness and 
perfection have their source in Old 
Father.” 


“We hold that Old Father is good, 
yes,” Gautama said. “Evil isn’t a real 
thing. It is a delusion. When one 
comes to learn that all is Old Father, 


the perception of evil, of frailty, of 
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shortcoming, vanish. Then you 
become one with Old Father.” 


“If nothing else is real, what if | 
pinch you?” Cassa asked. 


“You did once, in your youth,” 


Gautama smiled. 


Xanthia looked at Cassa, who 
shrugged. “I had a temper in my 
youth.” 


“Gautama, Old Father created the 
world so that there could be many,” 
Xanthia said. “Not one, but a union of 
ones. We are not part of him, waiting 
to be returned to him. That would 


make all life pointless.” 
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“What is the point then?” asked 


Gautama. 


“To love him and love one 


another.” 


“Or must there be a point?” he 
continued. “If not, then we may have 


peace and freedom.” 


“No. You have futility and 
apathy.” 

So they remained speaking to 
Gautama. As with the other heretical 
sect, the Garms, some heard. Others 


did not; holding to the belief that all 


was one and all else was delusion. 


As they left the Sobeks, Xanthia 


noted that the roads improved 
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considerably. Paths gave way to 
gravel, which gave way to concrete. 


At first, Xanthia had thought that 
they might have been a remnant of 
the previous world. But they 
approached a city, and she saw that it 
was indeed a new construction. It had 
completely different architecture, but 
She felt that it had a similar level of 


technology to the earlier cities. 
“What is this, Cassa?” 


“Kalantar. Main city of the 
scientists,” Cassa answered. “They 
don’t live as we do. We are content 
with what we need in life, nor more 


and no less. The cities, on the other 
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hand, value science first and 


foremost.” 
“You say that like it’s bad.” 


“Not bad. Not at all. But they see 
no need for anything else.” 


As they approached, Xanthia saw 
that the city was all made up of 
identical blocky buildings. There was 
no artistry or ornaments of any kind. 


But there was something else. 


When they reached the edge of 
the city, two gliders drove up ina 
blocky wheeled car, powered by an 
electric battery. They pulled up slowly, 
so as not to spook the horses. 

Bringing their car to a halt, they looked 
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in wonder at Xanthia. Wonder and 
disbelief of seeing a legend coming to 


life. 


After leaving their cart ata 
building on the outskirts, the drivers 
had Xanthia and Cassa take the 
passenger seats of their car. Then 
they drove into the city. 


Their guides explained that the 
entire city was, in fact, a large 
university and research center. At the 
center were the dorms and 
administration buildings, and each city 
block was made up of labs dedicated 
to different research. The building 
where they left the cart was an 


agricultural center, which also 
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maintained gardens given artificial 


sunlight and pumped in water. 


Another district was a medical 
center, containing a hospital, 
pharmaceutical research and 
production, a microbiology lab, and 


Surgical research center. 


There were also buildings 
dedicated to astronomy, physical 
science, and engineering. Although 
from the outside, they all looked 
identical; Xanthia was assured that the 
interiors were dedicated to whatever 
field of study they had been assigned 
to. 


A noise sounded overhead, 


causing both Cassa and Xanthia to 
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crane their necks skyward. They saw 
a metal object flying through the sky. 
It had a streamlined shape not unlike a 
third man, with a cylindrical body and 
wings like two of their skin flaps. 


The guides explained that their 
engineers had developed flying 
machines, inspired by studying both 
the gliding of the third people and the 
flight of insects. Xanthia was amazed; 
nothing like this had been developed 
by earlier peoples. The war that had 
destroyed the second people’s 
civilization had been carried out by 
cannons and launch bases that hurled 
projectiles at one another. The second 
people, as they advanced, conducted 
the few outright wars they had with 
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fewer and fewer soldiers, not wanting 


to see their own children die. 


When nuclear power was 
employed, it turned most of the 
northern parts of the planet to slag. 
However, the more south they 
travelled, the healthier the land 
seemed. Indeed, the third people in 
these areas seemed healthier as well, 
even the ones without gliding skins. 


The citizens were all researchers, 
manufacturers, or faculty. The faculty, 
along with the heads of business, also 
ruled. They rose through the ranks of 
power through successful production 
and research. In theory, the chief of 
industry and the chief of the university 
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were the main rulers, but in practice, 
many tasks were delegated to specific 
departments. Law enforcement and 
mental health were delegated to the 
social sciences departments, health 
care to the medical staff, city planning 
to the engineers, and so on. 


“You have an appointment with 
Haldane, chief of the university,” one 
of the guides told his guests. “We 
called his office when we saw you 
approaching. He is very interested in 


meeting you, Xanthia.” 


“I’ve met Haldane before,” Cassa 
Said. 


“What is he like?” asked Xanthia. 
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“Brilliant, skeptical, unbelieving 
and austere. Like his people. No 


disrespect intended.” 


The last part she said to the 


guides. 


They drove to the central building, 
and the guides led them into the lobby. 
Dozens of men and women walked to 
and fro, going about their tasks, 
getting research grants, submitting 
reports, and making or keeping 
appointments. The chatter in the 
lobby quieted down at the site of the 
guests. Most of them never believed 
that Xanthia had really existed, let 


alone that they would ever see her. 
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They took an elevator to 


Haldane’s office. 
XXX 


The man died the following day, 
and Juno sat in one of the shafts with 


her crew, eating lunch. 


“What can | say?” she asked her 
coworkers. “They don’t care. They 


never do.” 


“Why do they have such low 
regard for us?” one asked. “There 
hasn’t been any type of rebellion in 
centuries. We've always done our part 


for the cities.” 


“It doesn’t matter,” Juno said 


bitterly. “Even obeying their laws isn’t 
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enough. We're just an inferior breed to 
them. They are the ‘real’ people.” 


“Yet are we not all one in Old 
Father’s eyes?” another asked. “At 
least that is what Xanthia and the 
prophets said in their texts.” 


“The prophets lived in other 
times. As for Xanthia, none of the 
writings are attributed to her. | think 
She is just a legend.” 


“I want to believe,” he said. But | 
don’t know. Maybe I’m just too 


damaged from life.” 


“You're not the only one who’s 
damaged,” Juno replied. “We all are. 
Damaged by them.” 
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She pointed to the opening of the 
shaft. Beyond, Kartang would be 
enjoying better food in a better office, 
while having nothing to do but 


demand more work with fewer people. 


In another corner of the tunnel, a 
man was throwing a rat he had caught 
by the tail into a nearby hole. The hole 
was about four feet across and six feet 
deep. Juno and the men with her 
finished eating, and walked over to the 
hole. Other rats were in the pit, and 
these attacked the one that had just 


been thrown in. 


The miners began cheering them 
on, and passing coins between each 
other. Betting on rat fights was a 
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common form of entertainment among 
miners. They weren't allowed alcohol 
for safety reasons. Nor were they 
allowed to have a television or other 
distractions. So on their breaks, they 
caught rats and threw them into 
nearby holes to fight. 


They had learned that feeding the 
rats meat made them get a taste for it. 
Even becoming cannibalistic. Juno 
found it unsavory herself, but the male 
miners loved watching and betting on 
the vermin. It was the only way they 
could let off any steam. 


Fighting for survival. 


How like them. 
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Then Juno got an idea. 
XXXI 


Haldane was a middle aged man 
whose height and build was roughly 
average for a third man. Nothing 
particularly extraordinary in 
appearance, he still excelled in 
medical and genetic research. He had 
previously worked on sequencing 
genes before rising to his position of 
chief. 


“Xanthia,” he said, his normally 
stoic face lighting up with surprise and 
wonder. “Cassa, it’s good to see you 
again. You still have surprises to 


share, even now.” 
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“You see?” Cassa asked. A smile 
crossed her face, and Xanthia feared 


that she might be gloating. 


“Faith is not opposed to reason. It 
supports it. It is hope for things not 


seen.” 


“I’ve conceded to you that faith in 
one’s self, one’s mind, is necessary for 
reason,” Haldane said. He walked 
around Xanthia, looking her over. 

“The question is what else to have 
faith in.” 


He addressed Xanthia. “I’m 
Haldane, chief of Kalantar. | admit, | 
never thought I’d ever come face to 
face with one such as you. Are you 


really the Xanthia, the first people’s 
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sole survivor?” 


“lam,” Xanthia said. 
“And where did you come from?” 


“The north, near where Cassa 


lives now.” 


“The wasteland? It is barren and 
still radioactive,” Haldane answered. 
“| believe that is how and why we 
evolved from...whatever came 


before.” 


“Old Father,” Cassa interrupted. 
“He created the first parents of the 
first race and placed them in a garden. 
He told them not to eat the fruit of sin, 
but they disobeyed.” 


292 


“That is what is in your sacred 
book, yes,” Haldane said. “But as I’ve 
said, what you have are copies of 
copies, dating from who knows how 
long after the originals were written. 
You don’t know what you really have. 
Science, on the other hand, can be 
tested and proven or disproven here 


and now.” 


“We have the words sent to the 
prophets by Old Father himself,” Cassa 


Said. 


“But that’s belief, not proof,” 
Haldane answered. “If all your books 
were destroyed, anything that comes 
after would be totally different. If you 
destroyed all science books, then the 
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exact knowledge could be recovered, 


because it can be verified.” 


“That is assuming you have all the 
answers now,” Cassa said with a smile. 
“You don’t know that. You’ve been 
wrong before. A few centuries ago, 
science said the world was at the 
center of the universe, everything was 
made of a few elements, and diseases 
were caused by fluid imbalance. Now 
you know the world moves around the 
sun, there are dozens of elements, and 
diseases are caused by parasitic 


creatures.” 


“Granted. The work of science, of 


gathering and testing data, will never 
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end. But we keep searching for 


answers.” 


“And you don’t know when the 
next discovery will make the current 
books obsolete. You speak of science 
as though it doesn’t change and faith 
does. | daresay that the opposite is 


” 


SO. 


“There is no reason to choose one 
or the other,” Xanthia spoke up. 
“Cassa, you yourself told me of 
needing multiple disciplines to fully 
understand the world.” 


“Perhaps, perhaps,” Haldane said. 


“Please tell us where you came from.” 
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So she told her story again about 
the first people. She told them of their 
rise and fall, and then of the second 
people. Haldane asked many 
questions on the appearances of each. 
He was nodding to himself, for Xanthia 
was, after all, confirming the belief of 
most city scientists. On the whole, 
they all believed that present day life 


evolved from earlier life on its own. 


“You say you saw Old Father?” 
Haldane asked. 


“Yes. He appeared to me looking 
like one of us, | mean the first people. 
He had me eat the fruit of life and the 


next day, | became what | am now.” 
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“But why did he let you eat when 


he presumably forbade it?” 


“He wanted me to live this long. 
To teach others his ways. To keep the 


world going when it almost ended.” 
“But, and | mean no disrespect, 
why you?” 
“| don’t know. | guess because | 


answered the call.” 


“Yes,” Cassa assented “Yes. Old 
Father calls, but few listen. Now do 


you believe, Haldane?” 


“I believe she’s being truthful in 
her account,” Haldane said. “But how 
do | know that what she saw was Old 
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Father? Where is this so called 


garden?” 


“It’s mountain now. Millennia 
changed the land beyond all 


recognition.” 


“Well then, would you consent to 
our own physicians examining you? | 


promise it will be painless.” 


That wasn’t entirely true. After 
Haldane escorted her to an 
examination room, they pricked her 
with needles to draw blood from her. 
This was taken to other labs. Then 
they scanned her with devices she 
didn’t understand, but that was all 
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right. They shined small lights in her 
eyes, ears, and mouth, took small 
samples of her hair and nails, and 
tapped her knees with rubber mallets. 


Later, she was shown pictures of 
her skeleton and organs by Haldane. 
He explained their knowledge of the 
body, which was equal to, if not 
Slightly superior to that of the second 
people at their peak. Later genetic 
analysis of Xanthia showed that her 
genes weren't radically different from 
the third people. They were all the 


Same species. 


Not all, however, saw it that way. 
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XXXII 


“The company is paying for the 
medical bills and the funeral. I’m sorry 
for your loss, but what more do you 


want?” Kartang asked Juno. 


They were in his office. The 
grounder woman had marched in just 
when their lunch break was ending. 
Kartang had forms to fill out and didn’t 
want to deal any more with her than 


he already had. 
“Justice. Accountability.” 


“Listen here. | didn’t order any 
killing. Why should the company give 
another dime to the man’s family 
when the other members of said 
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family are able bodied enough to 
support themselves?” 


“Because you have the wealth! 
Your kind has seen to that!” 


Kartang flinched; the first crack in 
his bureaucratic armor she had seen. 
So Juno pressed on, blasting him with 
a lifetime of frustration. 


“Your prosperity is because of 
grounders’ work. Every pleasure, every 
comfort, every indulgence, you have 
because we do the hardest work! And 
do you lift a finger to help when we 
need it? No! You sit in your plush 
office and hide behind policy!” 
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Juno’s face was turning darker red 
with anger. Her fists clenched and she 
banged them on the table. “Your 
policy! Gliders are preferred, and we 
are just a reminder to you that the rest 
of the world isn’t perfect. Well, neither 
are you! Neither are you!” 


“You're ranting. | think this 
conversation is over.” Kartang had 
recovered his composure. He stood up 
himself and scowled at the enraged 


woman. “Good day, foreman.” 


“You won't be able to get away 


with this forever.” 


“Do you have to be dragged out?” 
Kartang hit a button on his desk. A 


few grounder men came in. They 
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made no move towards Juno, however, 
and stayed at the door. She slowly, 
menacingly walked around the desk. 
Kartang began to get uneasy again 


“Stay where you are. Men, take 
her out of here.” 


They didn’t move. They too had 
had enough. 


“Stay back,” Kartang said. “l'Il call 
the company’s attorneys if you touch 


me!” 


“You'll need their doctors first,” 
Juno said quietly. Then the floodgates 
broke. With incredible speed and 
purpose, Juno hurled herself at the 
director. 
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She pummeled the man with her 
fists. Kartang cried out and tried to 
fight back. But while he had extra 
limbs, the grounder had harder skin 


and more endurance. 


Kartang was soon beaten badly. 
His gliders were torn, and he wouldn’t 
be able to take to the air, even if there 
had been a breeze. Juno dragged him 
outside, where other miners had been 


drawn to the director’s screams. 


“Here he is,” Juno told them. 
“Look at our masters now! Who will 


help them?” 


The miners themselves grew 
angry, seeing in Kartang a scapegoat 


for centuries of oppression. For 
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building a world that they couldn’t 
Share in. They surrounded him, and 


took him into the mine. 


Inside the mines, hungry flesh 
eating rats were still being kept ina 
pit. To the horror of the director, he 


was hurled down into it. 


XXXIII 


Juno drove a land vehicle 
containing iron ore to the city of 
Ferrum. A convoy of others followed. 
Ferrum was essentially a single factory 
complex. In the middle, a large steel 


mill melted down the ore and shaped it 
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into parts for vehicles. Most of the 
rest of the city was composed of 
dorms for the workers or automotive 
factories. Solar power had been 
harnessed at last, and the third people 
had solar panels affixed to all of their 
buildings’ roofs. If not used directly, 


they were used to charge batteries. 


As they approached, Juno 
reflected on their myths and legends 
from the beginning of time. 
Supposedly, there had been a Cesare, 
who ruled such a city. It was supposed 
to have been a nightmare world where 
people were forced to live in filth and 


poverty. 
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Ferrum and the other cities of the 
third people would look like a resort if 
a first person had ever seen them. 
Even the grounders didn’t live horribly. 
Still... 


The convoy rolled down the 
streets towards the steel mill. Block 
after block were passed. Some of 
them were opulent, while others were 
clean, but simple and Spartan. The 
former had posted signs that read 
‘gliders only.’ 


Always the gliders had to remind 
the grounders that they were the 
better third people. And why? 


Because of some extra skin? Excess. 


307 


The gliders’ bodies matched their 


minds. 


They were at the gate. The 
gatekeeper was another grounder. 
Sadly, this was about as high a 
position as a grounder could hope for, 
even an intelligent law abiding one. 
The others in the building would be 
working in the heat of the furnaces. 
The upper floors would all be gliders. 


The gatekeeper walked up and 
down the convoy. After checking them 
in, he went back to his box and 


opened the gate. They went through. 


After unloading the ore, the 
vehicles parked in a designated lot, 
and filed into the mess hall. They 


308 


were allowed to have a meal break 
before returning, but had to eat ina 


separate part. 


Juno and her colleagues followed 
the signs through the rows of eating 
gliders to a door at the back. A walled 
in part of the hall ensured that the 
gliders wouldn’t have to look at their 


grounder employees. 


No one paid attention to Juno’s 
party as they went to their area and 
shut the door. Inside, a score of 
grounder workers ate their meals in 
somber silence. Juno cleared her 


throat and a few looked up. 
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“Your attention please,” Juno 
called, not too loudly, but enough to 


get all their attention. 


When they had it, she nodded to 
her men. They began pulling out drills 
and power saws that were concealed 


in their overcoats. 


“Hey, what’s going on?” one 


asked. 
Juno put a finger to her lips. 


“Tools are supposed to remain at 
the work areas. Are you trying to get 


us in trouble?” 


“No. I’m trying to get you out of 
trouble,” Juno answered. “Now listen 


very carefully.” 
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Moments later, the gliders heard 
the loud unmistakable sounds of 
cutting and drilling. They looked over 
towards the wall that partitioned the 
grounders’ area. In the corner, silver 
saw blades appeared and began 
tracing the perimeter. They began 
shouting, and the gliders at the 
nearest table had to run away. 


Soon, the wall crashed down. 
They saw grounders, led by Juno, finish 
the work. Then, in the midst of the 
shouting, the grounders put away their 
tools, sat back down, and resumed 


eating as though nothing were amiss. 
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As the gliders kept their uproar 
going, one approached the grounders. 
He signaled the others to be quiet. 
When the clamor finally died down 
enough to be heard, he addressed the 


crew. 
“Who did this? Whose idea?” 


Juno raised her hand, but kept 
eating. The glider walked over, and 
pulled her to her feet. Each stood with 
their hands on their hips and glared. 
Juno, however, neither spoke nor 
lowered her gaze, instead forcing the 


glider to speak. 


“Do you want to explain yourself?” 
he demanded. 
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“No,” Juno answered. 
“What was that?!” 


“If you're hard of hearing, | can 
always sign for you.” 


She gave an obscene hand 
gesture, and the gliders gasped. Their 
self appointed spokesman sputtered 
and trembled with rage for several 
minutes. Then, his hand lashed out, 
not hitting Juno, but instead knocking 


over her tray. 


“Pick it up...grounder,” he 
ordered. 


The other gliders waited 
nervously. They were as bewildered as 
they were outraged by this act of 
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defiance. They were also more than a 
little afraid. There had been no active 
uprising or war in their lifetimes. They 
were wondering what this insolent 


foreman would do next. 


Some of Juno’s confidence left her 
face. She finally lowered her gaze and 
knelt on the floor. The gliders fought 


against audibly sighing in relief. 


Then, Juno’s hand reached out, 
and grabbed the glider’s ankle. He 
was pulled to the floor, as the other 
grounders screamed out a life time of 
fury. Juno began punching the 
spokesman while the others ran for the 
stunned gliders. 
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Saylon, chief of industry for the 
nation of Kalantar, was eating her 
lunch in her office. She had just been 
in contact with Haldane, her fellow 
chief, who ruled from the university 
city that gave its name to their whole 
country. Haldane had confirmed the 
bizarre rumors that had been 
circulating in the north. 


Xanthia, the legendary prophet 
and ruler, had returned. She felt a 
thousand emotions and had decided to 
eat in her office alone. She needed 
some quiet time to think. 


She wouldn’t be getting it, 
however. The alarm began sounding, 
and the intercom crackled to life. 
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“All security, report to mess hall 
immediately! There is a full scale riot 
in progress! | repeat the grounder 


workers...” 


The intercom cut off. Saylon, 
alarmed, stood to fiddle with the 
controls. Then there was a loud 
pounding on the door, followed by 
grounders bursting in, and grabbing 
the chief of industry. 


Saylon was dragged down the hall 
to the elevator. They descended 
several floors, and emerged at the 
bottom. Taking her down another hall, 
Saylon realized they were headed to 


the steel mill. 
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It was a hot unpleasant place 
even at the best of times. Now, sweat 
poured from her brow for another 
reason. In less than a day, everything 
She had taken as a given had been 
pulled out from under her feet. First 
Xanthia, and now this. 


What was happening to her world? 


What would happen to her? 


Juno was standing close to the 
edge of the molten pit. Below, steel 
was white hot as impurities were 
burned away. Other gliders were off to 


the sides, beaten and bleeding. 


Grounders everywhere wielded 
tools and improvised clubs and knives. 


A heap of bodies were being thrown 
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over the edge. Saylon panicked, and 
tried to get away, but the stronger 


men held her firm. 


“We call into account the leader of 
commerce, my friends,” Juno said. 
“This woman is half the power of 
Kalantar. That means she is 


responsible for our lot in life.” 


“Please!” Saylon gasped. “I’m just 
a director! | made no laws! I’ve tried 


I” 
. 


to treat you well 


“You made no laws?” Juno asked. 
“Perhaps not. Did you overturn unjust 


laws? Definitely not.” 


She turned her back and spread 
her arms. “All of this was made by 
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grounder hands. Yet gliders own it. 
We are paid, to be sure, but extra 
costs are passed on to us. How 
strange that profit isn’t passed on to 
us in better times. We get by, yes, but 
the rich only grow richer!” 


“No!” another whimpered. Juno 
turned and saw that it was the same 
glider who an hour ago had tried to 
make her clean up a tray he had 


thrown down. 


Juno smiled thinly, reached into 
her pocket, and pulled out a coin. She 
approached the glider, and handed it 
out to him. 
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“Is this what you wanted?” she 
asked. “I know it is. Go ahead. Take 
its" 

He shook his head, his eyes 
widening. All of his swagger had been 
replaced by fear. The unthinkable had 
happened. They were at the mercy of 
people whom they had driven mercy 


out of. 


Two guards held him, and forced 
him to take the coin. The grounders 
laughed and applauded, while he 
squeezed his eyes shut. Perhaps he 
felt it was a nightmare and that he 
could will himself awake. 


“We can be reasonable,” Saylon 


protested. “Bring your grievances 
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before the courts. Maybe we can 


r 


amend the laws, make compromises.’ 


“That is the civilized thing to do, 
isn’t it?” Juno asked. “But grounders 
aren’t civilized. You’ve assured us of 
that.” 


The other grounders laughed 
loudly. 


“Still... maybe we can try.” 


Juno looked around to the others. 
“What say you, my brothers and 
sisters? All who believe the gliders 


innocent, say ‘I’.” 


No grounders did, although some 
gliders gave feeble T's’. 


“All who think them guilty?” 
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“I!” the grounders shouted in 


unison. 


“The ‘I's’ have it,” Juno said. “The 


sentence is death.” 


The grounders began throwing the 
gliders over the edge. Those with torn 
wings fell almost instantly to their 
deaths. Some tried to spread out, but 
the wings didn’t provide true flight, 
and the ones foolish enough to glide 


only slowed their impending death. 


“I’m so sorry,” Juno mocked as 
Saylon was being dragged to the edge. 
“We're still only trying civilization. 
Maybe one day we'll get it. You must 
be patient.” 
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Then she was thrown over. The 
only conciliation was that she quickly 
burned up before even hitting the 
bottom. 


Juno sat in Saylon’s chair. It was 
all she could do to ensure that the 
others didn’t continue to riot. Their 
lust for blood had been baited, but 
would need to be redirected. 


There had been far fewer gliders 
than grounders in Ferrum. While Juno 
decided to forego executing them all, 
She did have them put in the local jail 
and military stockade. She instructed 
the others to keep them fed and in 
good health. 
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For the leaders were already 
dead. Juno wanted retribution, 
reparation, and justice. She did not 
want genocide. A simple reversing of 
the last several centuries of roles 
would suffice. Moreover, if she grew 
too violent, then chances were good 
that grounders in other cities would 


suffer. 


As it was, she was certain the 
insurrection would not go unnoticed 
much longer. They would have to 
mobilize and transition from rioters to 


soldiers. 


She scanned the manifest of 
equipment stationed here. Arms and 


ammunition numbered in the 
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hundreds, and armored cars numbered 
in the dozens. There were no fliers, as 
these were both state of the art and 


expensive. 


No matter. Starting tomorrow, 
she would take note of who could drive 
and who could shoot. Then she would 
assign the others into squads under 
the more experienced. They could 
train the others and she would have 


an army in a few weeks. 


The more bewildering matter was 
the news of Xanthia. She had been 
found, revived, and was now in the 
city of Kalantar, the guest of Chief 
Haldane. Not only that, but medical 
reports had been forwarded to Saylon 
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showing that she was indeed one of 
their race. A video had been sent as 


well, showing an interview with her. 


Juno had watched it several times. 
It seemed like a work of fiction to her, 
and yet, why would Haldane go to 
such trouble to create a hoax? 
Particularly, why would he try to fool 


his own colleague? 


A passage from one of their holy 
books came into Juno’s mind. A 
proverb saying that those who lived 
violent lives died violent deaths. She 
frowned to herself, wondering why she 
thought of Old Father and religion. 


She hadn't in years. 
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With a shrug, she put those 
thoughts out of her head. So Xanthia 
was real after all. What of it? If Old 
Father wanted them to bow to her, he 
would be disappointed. 


XXXIV 


Juno watched as her men loaded 
up another caravan of steel. It was to 
be taken to the city of Kalantar. In the 
weeks since taking over Ferrum, she 
had had them continue to work at the 


steel mill and send out orders. 


The city’s gliders had been kept in 
prison and fed enough to keep them 
healthy. But the grounders had moved 
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into the nicer glider neighborhoods 
and homes. They had eaten and 
drank the finest foods and slept in the 
cleanest, most comfortable beds in 
Ferrum. Although the city had nothing 
exceedingly opulent, it was the 
principle that mattered. 


An attendant came up and tapped 


her shoulder. 


“Juno, a message has come from 
Haldane, the other glider chief,” he 
told her. “He wished to speak with 
Saylon. What should we do? 


Juno cursed under her breath. 
She knew this would happen sooner or 
later. She had hoped for later. Still, it 


would have to come out that they 
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were now in charge. Especially if they 
wanted to free their fellows in other 


cities. 


“I will take the call myself,” Juno 
told the man. “See that the supply run 
leaves on time, and keep word of 
Haldane’s call secret.” 


She entered the building, took the 
elevator to Saylon’s office, now hers, 
and sat down. Taking a deep breath, 


she turned on the monitor. 


“Chief Haldane, greetings. | am 
Chief Juno, recently elected,” she 
began. 


The man blinked in surprise. 
“What? But there were no elections 
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this past month. Her term should’ve 


been as long as mine.” 


“There were some concerns about 
the grounders’ well being. An 
emergency election was held here, 
and she was given a vote of no 


confidence. | was placed in charge.” 


“You are a grounder yourself,” 


Haldane noted. 


“Lam. Ferrum has become a 


more progressive city of late.” 


“This is most irregular,” Haldane 


said. “Let me speak with Saylon.” 
“I’m afraid she’s no longer here.” 


Juno leaned in so that her face 
filled Haldane’s screen. “Why don’t 
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you share your concerns with me, 
chief? I’m sorry you weren’t informed 
earlier, but it was a sudden change. 
I’ve been busy ensuring supplies have 
remained on schedule. Have there 


been any complaints?” 
“No.” 


“Good. Your shipment should 
leave tonight, and arrive within the 
hour. Good day.” 


She reached to turn off the 
monitor, but Haldane’s voice stopped 
her. 


“Wait. | have something else. | 
had given Saylon a message. Xanthia 
has been found.” 


331 


Haldane leaned back, and Juno 
Saw a giant woman straight out of 
their legends. Xanthia. The first of 
Old Father’s prophets. The one who 
had overseen two previous ages of 
their people. Another glider woman 
was with her. The mystic known as 


Cassa, she believed. 


“Chief Juno,” Xanthia said to the 
astonished grounder. “I have 
awakened in your world. | find it 
divided into several factions. Divisions 


due to ways of thinking and...” 


She looked at Juno with 
compassion. “Divisions because of 
form. Cassa and | have been travelling 


from the community near the sacred 
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mountain in hopes of spreading 


peace.” 


Juno found it hard to meet 
Xanthia’s gaze. The earnestness and 
kindness in her face dispelled any 
thoughts Juno may have had about 
this being some kind of deception. By 
contrast, Juno felt small, petty and 


vindictive. 


But Xanthia hadn't lived Juno’s 
life. She didn’t know what it was to be 
looked down upon. She had been 
revered for ages, and had been resting 
comfortably while generations of 
grounders worked their lives away. 


“What do you want of our city?” 


she asked at last. 
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“We have sent you a copy of my 
message,” Haldane told her. “But | 
would like to come in person to your 
city. Xanthia does as well.” 


“How soon would you be here?” 


Juno asked. 


“We could leave immediately,” 
Haldane said. “Perhaps in four days?” 


Juno paused. “Of course,” she 


replied. “I look forward to it.” 


She shut off the transmission 
before they could reply. Juno sat still 
for a long time, lost in thought. She 
wondered what to do about this. She 
needed to be assertive; that much was 
clear. But she also didn’t want to 
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challenge Kalantar. Not yet, at any 


rate. 


She hit a button and called the 
jail. She had decided what do about 


both her visitors and the prisoners. 


Haldane, Xanthia, Cassa, anda 
contingent of guards flew to Ferrum in 
one of the flyers. Landing on the roof 
of the steel mill’s office building, they 
were escorted to Juno, who greeted 
them in the banquet hall. A meal was 
prepared for them there. They ate and 
exchanged pleasantries. The meal, 
while excellent, had an underlying 
tension that they all felt. When it was 
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finishing, Juno began to talk to them 


seriously. 


“I have received the data 
gathered by this one.” She pointed to 
Haldane. “It would seem that you are 
truly her. The Xanthia of legend. 
Word has spread quickly of your 


return.” 


She leaned in close. “If you are 
going to try and return to power, know 
that the people will not give up that 


which we have won.” 


“I’ve not returned for that,” 
Xanthia said. “If you saw the footage 
Haldane took of me, you heard | never 
wanted to rule in the first place.” 
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“Indeed? And why is that?” Juno 


asked, clearly not believing her. 


“Because I’ve seen it all already. 
From the time of the first and second 
people, a perfect society has been 
sought in vain. | have seen nations 
ruled by men. I have seen nations 
ruled by women. | have seen wealth 
distributed by force and wealth 
competed for. | have seen nations 
ruled by one, by a few and by many. | 
have seen every possible combination 


of these.” 
“What’s your point?” 


“Some have been good and 
others bad. This present world is just 


another example.” 
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“One that will learn from the past. 


And transcend it.” 


“All people throughout all time 
have sought fulfillment, both personal 
and collective,” Xanthia continued. 
“Collectively, they try to structure 
society in such a way that as many as 
possible have the chance to obtain 
happiness. But any form of society 
can and has worked. Every form of 
society has also failed. Nor does it 
depend on time or place. It depends 
on the quality of its people. If all love 
Old Father and their fellow men, then 
how society is structured makes no 
real difference. All would work 


together for good, and no society has 
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ever outlawed kindness and 


compassion.” 


“They say you spoke face to face 
with Old Father.” 


“Yas,” 
“What did he say about all this?” 


“I will come to that. Individuals 
search for happiness through wealth, 
power, fame, honor, pleasure, or 
through serving Old Father. Only the 
last will provide lasting fulfillment, for 
one man or one nation of men. | have 
survived this long, | have overcome 
despair, loneliness and near death by 
my bond with Old Father. It is the only 
way to be complete.” 
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When Xanthia finished, Juno shook 
her head. “You’re wrong. The past will 


keep us from all of that.” 


“What of you, Juno? Where did 
you come from? You speak very well 
for someone who lived in mines.” 
Xanthia had said her piece, and now 


wanted to hear from Juno. 


Juno gave a brief bitter laugh. “l 
travelled widely in my youth,” she 
said. She looked at Cassa. “I spent 
time in the castles of the north, where 
gliders live simply and contemplate. | 
found they were the only gliders who 
would educate grounders. | learned 
from them for a few years. | even 


heard of you, Cassa.” 
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“Did we ever meet?” Cassa asked. 


“Not in person. But you’re quite 
famous among the northerners. Even 
before you found Xanthia, you were 
Cassa the wanderer. Cassa the 
mystic, possible prophet and probable 
fool.” 


She turned to Haldane. “I didn’t 
stay there, of course. With my head 
full of youthful and lofty ideals, | 
returned to my home. | thought that | 
could impress the other gliders with 
my wisdom. That they would consider 
me for something more important than 


Manual labor.” 


She frowned. “They didn’t. Their 


laws bar grounders from high paying 
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jobs, any job that requires innovation, 
or any job that has authority over a 
glider. And why? Because we were an 
inferior breed. Because we had no 


morals, no law, no society of our own.” 


“But that was how we did find 
you,” Haldane protested. “You speak 
of your people as if they were 
enslaved. We came in and gave you 
food, sanitation, medicine and 
discipline. It was our duty, our burden, 
to pass the good things we had on to 
you. We took you in and civilized you! 
Tell me you aren’t better off now than 


if we had never found you.” 


“Oh, to be sure. But tell me. 
When did your noble burden become 
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our indentured servitude? You were no 


benefactors. You were invaders.” 


An awkward silence followed. At 
the end of the meal, Juno escorted 
them back to their flyer. They 
received a shock when they were met 
with grounder guards escorting gliders 
to the roof. 


“What is going on?” Haldane 
demanded. 


“As | said, | am now chief of 
Ferrum, and the commerce it 


represents,” Juno told him. 


She signaled and more grounders 


came up from behind the flyer. Juno’s 
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guards far outnumbered the security 
detail brought by Haldane. 


“We, the grounders, are taking the 
city for ourselves. As of now, we are 
not citizens of Kalantar. We are our 
own state. The People’s Empire. 
Gliders are no longer welcome here. 
You will escort these back to your city 
and allow any grounders in Kalantar to 
come here. Trade and commerce will 
remain open, but we are your equals 


now. Not your servants.” 


After many tense moments, 
Haldane led the others into the flyer. 
It was cramped, and they just barely 
managed to get everyone in, but it 
Slowly rose and took off. Juno and her 
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men kept the flyer in their sights until 


it was out of range. 


On the flyer, the refugees told 
their rescuers the truth. Juno and her 
fellows had murdered Saylon and their 
overseers. She was beginning to train 
an army, and perhaps go to war with 
Kalantar. 


“We need to gather the other 
community leaders,” Haldane said to 
Cassa and Xanthia. “We must work 
together to address this new threat.” 
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Haldane summoned the leaders of 


the Garms, Sobeks, other monasteries, 


345 


and the research cities. For Charon 
and Gautama, he flew them in his 
personal flyer. Now for the first time, 
the communities of the third people 
were going to try and work together. 


While Xanthia was pleased with 
this, she was also dismayed that there 
were so few. Even after five millennia, 
the population was considerably 
smaller than it had once been. The 
number of new souls being born in the 
world had decreased, and she knew 
that the time would come when 
everyone meant to be born would 


have been. 


Then what would happen? 
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“Friends and associates, 
welcome,” Haldane began. They were 
seated in a comfortable room around a 
long table. A video monitor was also 
there. 


“For those of you who haven’t 
heard, the city of Ferrum has been 
taken over by a group of insurgents 
calling themselves the People’s 
Empire. Their leader, a woman named 
Juno, has made the following 


announcement.” 


He hit a button and they saw a 
recording of a public broadcast from 
the other day. Juno stood in front of 


the steel mill’s main entrance, flanked 
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by guards. She stared straight ahead, 
and addressed the camera. 


“Fellow grounders. | am Juno. In 
the course of events, my people, your 
people, have come to power. The city 
of Ferrum is now occupied solely by 
your people and mine. For 
generations, the gliders, our so called 
brothers, have employed, nay, 
enslaved us in the name of civilizing 


us. 


“By civilizing, they clearly mean 
that we are to be indebted to them 
forever. Yes, they have shown us the 
ways of manufacturing, of medicine, 
and of government. Yet no amount of 


work we do will ever pay of a debt that 
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was never given a number, never 


ratified by us, and never negotiated. 


“I say our debt to them has been 
paid in full a thousand times over. 
Their cities, their way of life, has been 
built upon our backs, until we can 


support the weight no longer. 


“Now, we collect the debt. Our 
price had been both Ferrum and our 
independence. My brothers and 
sisters, if you agree, if you wish to 
work for other grounders rather than 
the gliders, | invite you to Ferrum. 
Come. We welcome you. Worry not 
that you may lose your glider 
controlled jobs and possessions. We 


will provide for ourselves. We will 
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leave in peace with the gliders for now. 
We will continue trade. But it will be 
on our terms only. Choose your path, 
brothers and sisters. The people have 
spoken.” 


The screen went dark. Haldane 


addressed the others. 


“We have paid the price for our 
arrogance,” he confessed. “We have 


created a new enemy.” 


“There is no hope for peace 
then?” Gautama asked. 


“I went with Cassa and Xanthia to 
meet her in person. There isn’ta 


peaceful thought in her mind.” 
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“I sensed hatred,” Xanthia told 
them. “Hatred that will not remain 
peaceful. Despite what she says, she 
will one day come here. To conquer. | 
have known tyrants and would be 
tyrants. The only peace they will ever 
accept is the peace of slaves 


submitting to masters.” 


“We don’t want war,” Cassa said. 
“But we do need to make plans. To 
stand together. To unite in common 
cause. Perhaps by putting up sucha 
front, we can keep war from 


occurring.” 
“How?” Charon asked. 


“We have talked with Xanthia for 


a long time,” Cassa continued. “She 
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tells us of weapons that destroyed the 
second world. They were called 
nuclear. Such weapons we dare not 
revive, but they were launched from a 


distance using special bases.” 


“They could be hidden until 
needed,” Xanthia agreed. “And used 
against an army before they reach a 
city, so as to minimize the chance of 
civilian casualties. | was also thinking 
of an earlier war. One caused by 


attempting to steal electrical power.” 


Haldane nodded. “There is no one 
power source anymore. But what if we 
hooked up such a device to one 
compound, which we could then shut 


on or off at will?” 
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“| don’t understand,” Charon said. 


“If we moved, or rather appeared 
to move, weapons into a safe house, 
then we could shut off the power and 
lock anyone who entered inside.” 


“So, a trap then?” Charon asked. 


“Only if someone took the bait,” 
Cassa offered. “If Juno never resorts 
to violence or war, well and good. If, 
however, she does get ambitious, then 
we make an obvious target for her to 
attack, and trap her forces there.” 


“Ah, so then you could take them 
prisoner,” Gautama said. “Without 


bloodshed. A most interesting plan.” 
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“It was Xanthia’s,” Cassa said, 


smiling. 


“I only remembered the past,” 
Xanthia said modestly. 


“Then, | propose that Xanthia be 
the one to lead us all,” Gautama said. 
“If we are to come together, we should 
all be servants of one voice. It 
Shouldn't be any one of us, for we 
have our own concerns. Xanthia also 
possesses wisdom and knowledge we 
do not.” 


“Well, | only wanted to advise,” 
Xanthia began. 


“No, | agree,” Haldane said. “This 


is your idea. So see it through. 
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Perhaps that is why we found you at 
this specific time.” 


“I thought you didn’t believe in 


such things.” 
“| believe in you.” 


Xanthia hesitated. She never 
wanted to rule. But, she remembered 
Crassus’ words to her, all those years 
ago. He had called her to use the 
authority she could have as Old 
Father’s prophet. 


“Then, believe in Old Father, who 
sent me,” she answered. “I will lead if 


the majority agrees.” 


They voted, and nearly all of them 


raised their hands. 
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“So be it,” Xanthia agreed. 
“Haldane, can you bring up a map?” 


He did, and they saw a political/ 
physical map showing Kalantar, 
Ferrum, the communities of Cassa, 
Charon and Gautama. Other smaller 


enclaves of civilization were also there. 


Xanthia studied the map, and put 


her finger at a spot. 


“If we connect Kalantar, Ferrum, 
and the Sobeks, that would form a 


triangle with this part as the center.” 


“That is near a road, but no city,” 
Haldane informed them. 


“That would be a good place to 
put the trap,” Xanthia decided. “Not 


356 


only is it away from any civilians, but 
Juno would have to pass it on any 


route to Kalantar.” 


She looked at Gautama. “Would 
your people be able to put in 
underground power lines? Do the 


caves extend that far back?” 


“No. They would need to be 
extended.” 


“We have drilling equipment in 
the engineering department,” Haldane 
told him. 


“What can we do?” Charon asked. 


“I’ve been thinking about that as 
well. Charon, you and your peers have 


a secret language,” Xanthia said. “Do 


357 


you know of any grounders who know 


it?” 
“Not even most gliders do.” 


“Good. We are going to have to 
coordinate our efforts. If we can do so 
in a language that can’t be 
eavesdropped on, that would make 
things easier. Charon, would you be 
willing to station people in each city? 
With radios to communicate with each 


other and report to each of us?” 
“Yes, we can arrange that.” 


“Haldane, it looks like you will get 
to see my shelter after all. The 
computer was still partially working. | 
can tap into it to get the plans for 
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Cesare’s capacitor and the second 


peoples’ cannons.” 


She bit her lip. “I just pray that 
Lethe’s work doesn’t become 


completely undone.” 
XXXVI 


Two years passed. Xanthia’s plans 
came to fruition. The store house was 
built and a show of weapons being 
placed there was carried out. Solar 
panels were placed in the roof, but 
they only ran the lights. A cable had 
been run underground, connecting the 
store house to a capacitor just below 
it. It had been built several miles from 
the sunken lake, so that the Sobeks 


could still live there. 
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Gun towers were built along the 
outer perimeter of Kalantar and any 
other city that wished them. The work 
helped to create new jobs. Xanthia 
also continued to preach Old Father to 
the entire third people, both in person 
and by broadcast. 


Juno, meanwhile, bided her time. 
While she knew her rival was up to 
something, she could not say what. 
Any attempt to hear encrypted 
messages only produced gibberish. 
While she felt it was some kind of 
code, her people couldn’t crack it. 


Juno continued to keep up the 
appearance of peaceful trade. While 
grounders now received all the profits 
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from the steel, she didn’t raise prices, 
and thus, provoke aggression from her 
neighbors. Instead, she built up her 
city, along with its standing military. 
The exported steel from whatever 
Xanthia was doing had also made 
grounders richer. These two years had 


seen prosperity for all. 


But Juno feared becoming 
indebted to Xanthia, and promised 
herself that that would never happen. 
It wasn’t peace she wanted. It was 


victory. 


Juno watched from a balcony as 
two squads of military men went 


through their drills. They moved and 
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reacted as one. Their drill instructors 
had, over the last two years, changed 
them from a few rioters to a well 


coordinated army. 


An army that was ready to 
challenge the world. 


Outside, land vehicles were being 
prepared, and the squads would be 
moving out. Juno turned, climbed 
down the stairs, and headed outside 


ahead of them. 


While she still had no desire for 
genocide, she also would never be at 
rest until the People’s Empire had a 
military victory under its belt. Then 
not only would they be seen as a 


legitimate nation, but also make the 
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gliders wary of any attempts to 


reconquer. 


Many, though not all grounders 
had emigrated to Ferrum. That meant 
a lot of manual labor lost. Juno didn’t 
believe for a minute that they would 
be left in peace despite whatever 
Xanthia said. 


Xanthia. That had been another 
problem. With the emergence of the 
first woman, there were many who 
Saw her as a prophet. Even here in 


Ferrum. 


Juno knew better. She had 
enough forces now to both take the 
storehouse of weapons and Kalantar. 
With them defeated, she would 
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execute Xanthia and the gliders would 
lose their leader, their symbol, and 


their spirit. 


She boarded one of the vehicles 
at the front. The squads marched out 
of their headquarters, and began to 
board their vehicles. Then she ordered 
them to move out. Time to conquer a 


world. 


Gautama was meditating, thinking 
on what he had learned the past few 
years. He was still searching for truth, 
in particular, what Xanthia had 
revealed to him. He thought and 
prayed to Old Father that he may learn 


and believe that which was true. 
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“Gautama!” 


Charon approached, cutting off his 
thoughts. The Garms had had at least 
one of their number stationed here, so 
that he or she may relay coded 
messages between the Sobeks, the 
Garms, and Xanthia in Kalantar. They 
tended to rotate through every month 
or so. This month, Charon himself had 
taken the duty. 


“Yes?” Gautama asked. 


“The alarm has sounded. 
Someone is trying to break into the 
storehouse,” Charon said. 


Gautama stood and followed 
Charon several hundred yards to the 
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back of the cave. A computer was 
installed there, sharing several views 
of the storehouse, both inside and out. 
Behind it, a cable disappeared into the 
tunnel beyond, where it was 
connected to both the capacitor and 
the cameras overhead. While solar 
panels provided the building with basic 
power, it could be locked down if the 


Capacitor was activated. 


They saw several armored 
vehicles at the main door to the 
storehouse. They were blasting at the 
door, trying to break in and steal 
whatever weapons were there. Juno 


was finally making her move. 
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They looked at each other tensely. 
They could simply open the door from 
this remote panel, but didn’t want to 
make things look too easy. The army 
had to believe there was a prize worth 
protecting if they were to ride into the 
trap. 


A hole was blasted through, and 
the cars began driving in, armed and 
ready for a fight. But no one was 
physically stationed there, and they 
met with no resistance. Encouraged, 


they kept riding further in. 


They only saw a few weapons on 
the shelves. And while puzzled, they 


could see that the shelves extended 
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back into the darkness. Perhaps more 


were further in? 


Charon was seated at the 
computer. Picking up a 
communication phone built into the 
instruments, he began speaking to his 
contact in Kalantar. In the Garm’s 
secret language, he told them what 
was happening, and encouraged 
Xanthia to go on full alert. 


When the last vehicle finally rolled 
in, the caravan parked. Several 
grounders got out of each vehicle. 
They looked around warily, but started 
grabbing the weapons off the shelves. 


Gautama leaned over the seated 


Charon, and punched in a button 
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combination that he had taken special 
care to learn. The first series of 
commands lowered a heavy blast door 
over the wrecked front doors, sealing 


the grounders in. 


Of course, they noticed and began 
Shouting with surprise, anger and 
dismay. They would undoubtedly try 
their weapons, old and new, against it, 
but it was so thick that it would take 


out most of the grounders as well. 


Gautama sincerely hoped that 
they wouldn’t try anything like that. 
And to ensure that none of them would 
take the more intelligent strategy of 


trying to reprogram the door, he 
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punched in a second set of commands. 


The capacitor activated. 


Energy began to pull into it, and 
away from any electronics in the door. 
That would seal it sure as if a landslide 
had trapped them. All but the 
auxiliary lights shut down, and the 
grounders realized all too keenly that 
they weren’t getting out unless they 
were let out. That still wouldn’t keep 


them from trying, however. 


“We have done our part,” 
Gautama said softly. “Now Xanthia 


must do hers.” 


XXXVII 
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Haldane gave Cassa and Xanthia 
a ride in one of their flying machines 
the day Juno’s army headed for 
Kalantar. Xanthia watched the people 
and cars moving from a distance of 
several hundred feet. They had just 
received news from Gautama and 
Charon. The grounders had attempted 
to break into the storeroom. While 
that group had been trapped within, 
Xanthia knew that there would be 


more coming here. 


For an hour, they flew over the 
city and immediate surrounding 
country. Then, a faint dust cloud 
appeared on the horizon. As they 
watched, the cloud grew larger, until 
they saw several vehicles 
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approaching. Boxy cars with heavy 
armor and external guns, they had 
been procured by the factory cities 
already in the hands of the grounders. 


Xanthia hit a button on the control 
panel. “Head of law enforcement! 
Enemy convoy sighted. | repeat, 
armed force headed straight for the 
city! Secure the main road and launch 


I” 
. 


any armed fliers. Ready the guns 


The towers at the edge of the city 
began to shoot projectiles at the 
approaching caravan. Many were 
destroyed, but the rest continued 
onward. Juno would send everything 
she had, down to the last man, if that 


was what it took to gain victory. 
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Other fliers flew up to cover them. 
Their squads engaged the ground 
vehicles, but the ones that hadn’t 
been destroyed by the guns fought 
back, shooting down fliers when they 
could. 


Three desperate vehicles rode on 
ahead. They crashed into one of the 
gun towers, toppling it. Haldane 
cursed, and tried to evade the debris. 
Too late. A piece of shrapnel hit one of 
the flier’s wings and exploded. 


The flier began to drop from the 
sky. Xanthia felt the pit of her 
stomach knot up and her ears pop as 
they rapidly lost altitude. Despite her 
close communion with Old Father, she 
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felt a pang of fear before his presence 
soothed her. She tried to grab the 


controls. 


“Too late! We'll have to abandon 
ship,” Haldane began. Then his eyes 
widened. He realized Xanthia had no 
gliding appendages. The parachute 
had never been invented, as there was 


no need of it. 


“I'll try to steer and brace 
myself!” Xanthia told him. “You and 


Cassa go!” 
“But...” Cassa began. 


“I’m stronger than you. | may 


survive. You wouldn’t. Go!” 
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Cassa and Haldane clasped her 
Shoulders. Then they turned and left 
the cockpit. Xanthia heard a 
deafening gust of wind as the hatch 
opened. Then she saw her 


companions’ small forms fly past her. 


They stretched their arms and 
legs, and the skin folds on their trunks 
fanned out, catching the air. Their fall 
Slowed, and Xanthia plummeted past 
them. She tried to imitate the 
movements she had seen Haldane 
perform. She was no pilot, however, 
and the flier crashed violently to the 
ground. 


Xanthia screamed in pain as the 


cockpit crumpled around her, cutting 
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flesh and breaking bones. Her vision 
swam, and she blacked out. But it 


wasn’t the end. 


She heard, from a distance, the 
sound of metal debris being ripped 
away. Her eyelids fluttered as she tried 
to focus on the view ahead. Hands 
were prying away twisted metal and 


broken glass. Then she saw the 


grounders. 
“Juno!” one of them cried out. 
“Come quick!” 


Xanthia saw the face of her 
enemy peer over the hole. Then Juno 
seemed to be distracted, and turned 
away. Xanthia felt herself being pulled 


out of the wreckage by other 
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grounders. She screamed as the 
twisted metal scratched her, drawing 


blood from even her stronger skin. 


She saw that Cassa and Haldane 
had landed in the city walls. They 
would no doubt be calling for 
reinforcements. As it was, the 
grounders were retreating to a point 
beyond where the cannons could be 
effective. 


Xanthia was carried into a vehicle. 
It drove a mile or so away, and 
stopped where the grounders were 
setting up acamp. Their enemies had 
the numbers, but they had Xanthia. 
Juno was giving orders to begin a 


siege. 
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“You will answer to Old Father,” 
Xanthia said. 


“Will 1? When?” 
“We shall see.” 


“You won't say? | thought you 


were in such close contact with him.” 


“He alone knows when he will 


come. | don’t Know so we will see.” 


“He has such close communion 
with you. “That is why you say you 
have lived so long. So long despite 
having no one to live your life with. | 
wonder how much like us you really 
even are. Have you ever known what 
it’s like to lose someone? Have you 


ever cried when there was nothing you 
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could do? | wouldn’t believe you if you 
did tell me.” 


Xanthia didn’t answer. 


At the storehouse, ground forces 
Summoned by Gautama and Charon 
were advancing. They were to stand 
guard over the storehouse, and ensure 
that the grounders wouldn’t try to 
escape. So far, they had made no real 


move. 


Then a transmission came in. It 
was Juno, calling both for 
reinforcements, and claiming to have 
captured Xanthia. She demanded 


Surrender, and was ready to wait for 
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the next few months at the city gates. 
No one would be able to go in or out. 
No one would be able to attempt a 


rescue without her seeing. 


An explosion rocked the building 
and ground. The door to the 
storehouse flew open in a shower of 
Shrapnel. The grounders’ forces 
poured out, damaged, and reduced, 
but still intact. Clearly they had had to 
detonate many of their own weapons 


to punch a hole in the trap. 


Charon and Gautama looked at 
each other sadly. They had hoped that 
more bloodshed wouldn’t be 
necessary, but the grounders 
themselves had made the move to 
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destroy some of their own in order to 
assist their leader. 


They ordered their forces to follow 
the retreating grounders. All were 
bound for the main battlefield. It was 
as if the entire world was having its 
attention directed to this one spot at 
this one time. 


“I could spare your life,” Juno 
offered. “You're still regarded very 
highly. If you pledged your loyalty to 
us, then we could end any future 
fighting.” 


“You know my feelings without 
asking me,” Xanthia answered. She 
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was strapped down to a makeshift 
hospital bed. Intravenous fluids and 
pain medicines were being infused into 
her. Juno had seen to it that she could 
keep her bargaining chip as long as 


possible. 
“Then you will die here, alone.” 


Before Xanthia could reply, Old 
Father appeared on the battlefield. 
Reinforcements for both sides had 
come in from the south, and Juno had 
found herself surrounded. But her 
people were still not letting anyone 


through. 


The sounds of war died down, 
and Xanthia saw the two armies cease 


fire, to see what was going on. On 
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both sides, she saw some look away 
with hate and fear. Yet others, even 
among Juno’s people, bowed and, 
while afraid, were filled with wonder 
and joy at the sight of him. 


The guards stood still, as if 
hypnotized. Juno’s eyes widened. She 
knew who it was, without even being 
told. To Xanthia, it was the return of 
someone very dear to her. He looked 
just as he had twelve thousand years 
ago, in the garden. Three forms 


walking into and out of each other. 


“Yes. It is 1,” Old Father said to 
them both. 


Juno bit her lip, and held up her 
gun. “Old Father, if you are Old Father, 
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| would hear you speak. Answer me 
this. Where were you when my friends 
died in the mines, due to negligence? 
Where were you when any of us 
suffered? Where were you throughout 
all of history? The prophets say things 
like free will and testing faith. Well 
then, what if | don’t think those things 


worth the cost?” 


Her voice rang into the empty 
silence. The others present either 
couldn’t or wouldn’t interject. Fora 
long while, Old Father was silent. Juno 
expected him to deliver a similar 
speech to the one Xanthia had made 
to her. Instead he said but one thing. 


“What is it you want?” 
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“What?!” Juno’s anger and fear 
fuelled bravado gave way to 


confusion. 


“What do you want?” Old Father 
repeated. 


“What is ours! All that the gliders 
enjoyed. All that they have built on 
the backs of the grounders!” 


The anger and hate was back. 


“And what is that?” Old Father 
asked. 


“Wealth, power, honor...” 


“Those aren’t ends in and of 
themselves. They are but means to an 


end. What do you want?” 
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“I told you already! Why do you 
keep me asking the same question?” 


“You haven’t given the answer 
that lies in your heart of hearts. | ask 


again. What do you want?” 


Juno thought. Xanthia, still lying 
on the bed, looked at the two standing 
figures. Creator and creation. Mortal 
and immortal. Then Juno gave her 


true answer. 


“To be my own master,” Juno said 
at last. “Yes. To do as | please. With 
whomever I please. Answering to 


nobody. Belonging to nobody.” 
“To be Old Father,” Xanthia said. 


“Yes!” 
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She pointed her gun at Old Father. 
“You are no one! An impostor! | 


denounce you and end your life!” 


She shot Old Father. He 
screamed, and began to glow, a bright 
white light pouring out of the wounds. 


Then Juno shot Xanthia as well. 
XXXVIII 


Xanthia found herself standing in 
a brightly lit room. At least, she 
thought it was a room. She stood with 
Old Father on solid ground, but saw no 
walls, ceiling or light source. Only the 
two of them. Old Father was back in 
his threefold form, and the light 


seemed to emanate from him. 
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“Old Father, what happened?” 
Xanthia asked. 


“We have died,” Old Father told 
her. “To die really means to leave time 


and enter into timelessness.” 


He pointed, and she looked over 
her shoulder. A black line was there 
floating in the light. She went to it, 
and saw that it showed her world. At 
one end, she saw the sun come up for 
the first time. She looked at other 
parts, and saw the first people of the 
world being expelled from the garden. 
She saw herself leading people back 
into it a little latter. 


She looked and saw all the ages of 


her people. First, second and third 
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were all there. Every time, every 
place, and every country. It was the 


timeline of the whole world. 


Yet here, above and beyond it, it 
seemed so small. Was this then all 
that the cruel and power hungry 
fought over? Was this all the good 
tried to protect? 


“Yes,” Old Father confirmed. “All 
of creation is no more than this line. 


All else...” 


He gestured around him. “Is 
Myself. | am Old Father to you. Yet, | 
am not old, but ageless. |am nota 
father as your flesh and blood fathers 
are. For they exist in time and 


cooperate with a mother to bring forth 
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children. The title gives flesh and 
blood an idea of me. But only an 


incomplete one.” 


He swept his hands around, and 
the three man forms vanished. Still, 
Old Father was there as the light. Still, 


Xanthia heard his voice. 


“Time and space are my 
creations, and creation cannot put 
limits on a Creator,” his voice 
sounded. “Ask not what | was or what 
| was doing before the creation, for in 
me there is no before. There is no 
other. No other god, no other energy, 
and no other matter. They came forth 
when | called them forth. By my will 
and my word alone do they exist.” 
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“Then, was it all in vain?” Xanthia 
asked. She looked at the end of the 
line. She saw the insurrection of Juno, 
and their murders. After that, the line 


seemed to end. 


“No. Of the end, there was no 
doubt,” Old Father said. “Yet still this 
journey you call life was necessary. 
For all of you have to make the 


choice.” 


“What choice is that, Old Father?” 
she asked. 


“The price of rebellion is death,” 
Old Father said. “I cannot go back on 


my word.” 


“Why?” 
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“I cannot be the source of virtues, 
such as honesty, truth and justice 
while at the same time bending or 
perverting them. To do this would be 
to be imperfect, flawed, lacking. 
Nothing and no one can be both 
omnipotent and flawed. No, not even 


for your advantage.” 
“Then...” 


“I can give another to pay the 
price. Myself. | am the giver of justice 
and the giver of mercy. I give the 
choice. To allow me to pay your price, 


or leave you to pay it.” 


“Because you cannot be 
destroyed,” Xanthia said, beginning to 


understand. “You are the omnipotent 
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and the source of our idea of 
omnipotence. Thus nothing is stronger 
than you or you wouldn’t be the 


source.” 
“All will be well,” he repeated. 


Then Xanthia saw his humanoid 
form return. It jumped into the line 
and then out again. Old Father had 
Cassa by his side. 


Xanthia cried out in surprise and 
delight, hugging the dazed third 


woman. 


Old Father wasn’t finished, 
however. He began jumping into and 
out of time, visiting every man, 


woman and child who ever lived. At 
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the moment of all their deaths, Old 
Father appeared and told them all that 
he had told Xanthia. 


Some accepted the offer of Old 
Father taking their death for them. 
They were brought here. Others did 
not, and Xanthia didn’t see what 
became of them. But all who were 
Saved out of the world and time were 
such because of Old Father’s call, not 


their own strengths or merits. 


Old Father also gave visions and 
instructions to prophets in the time 
that Xanthia had slumbered. It was 
strange to see these times she had 
missed, and Old Father speaking to 
others. She even saw him giving 


394 


Cassa the idea to go to the mountain 
the day she had found Xanthia. 


She saw him hearing all prayers 
ever prayed to him in time. Because 
he was beyond time, he could step 
into and out of it at will. He answered 
prayers as easily as it was for him to 
call every individual at the time of 
death. Sometimes, they were even a 
factor in his interactions with the 
world. For it pleased him to allow his 


creatures to have a part in his work. 


“Xanthia,” a voice called. One she 
had never heard before yet found 
familiar. She turned around and saw a 


first man and woman. 
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“We are so proud of you, Xanthia,” 
the woman said. “Do you know who 


we are?” 


“Mother? Father?” she asked, 
feeling happy and uncertain at the 
Same time. She seldom thought of the 
parents she had never known. Never 
had she felt that she would meet 


them. 


They embraced and all the long 
ages of her life seemed to pass away. 
Once more, she was only a girl, 


reunited with her family at last. 


Her mother led her back over to 
the timeline. They saw another soul 


being given the choice to answer the 


396 


call. Xanthia instantly recognized the 


moment. 


It was Grantha’s death. She saw 
herself and Borak standing over the 
old woman’s bed. Grantha looked 
over her shoulder and seemed to see 


into the eternity where they were. 


“Korlaine?” Grantha asked. 
Xanthia realized that it was the name 


of her mother. 


“Answer the call, Grantha,” 
Korlaine said. “You don’t have to be 


afraid anymore.” 


Grantha trembled, and tears 
streamed down her eyes. But at the 
last moment, she reached out her 
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hand, and they saw Old Father 
carrying her out of time. 


Grantha shook, and fell to her 
knees. She had come, but covered her 


eyes in shame and fear. 


“It’s all right,” Korlaine said. “l 
Said you don’t have to be afraid 


anymore.” 


She looked up at Xanthia, 
remembering all her cruelty and spite. 
Xanthia nodded once. “All will be well,” 
she said, repeating Old Father’s words. 


Old Father returned and Xanthia 
looked around at the people. Alondra 
was there, as were Lethe and Crassus. 
Some people Xanthia wouldn’t have 
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expected to be here were, while she 
didn’t see others she had thought she 
would see. It only showed that in the 
end, it was not her, but Old Father who 


judged. 


She looked at herself and the 
others. While they were now in 
perfect health, regardless of how they 
had been when they died, Xanthia 
could not tell how old they now were. 
It was as if they were younger than 
old, but older than young. Nor did 
middle age convey their look. Instead, 
it was as if they had all the good 
aspects of age, such as dignity and 
wisdom, without bitterness, 
feebleness, or forgetfulness. Likewise, 


they had the energy, openness and 
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courage of youth without the 
immaturity, foolishness or 


impetuousness. 
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“You have chosen, dear children,’ 
Old Father said. “Now begins the new 


life.” 


“What is that, Old Father?” 
Xanthia asked. “Is there more than 


timelessness?” 
“Look and see.” 


He pointed to the line that 
represented creation. The line seemed 
to catch fire and dissolve. Then the 
line reformed, and Old Father sent 


them all into it. 
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Under a red sky, a red skinned 
people hunted their wild cattle, tended 
their fires, and tried to coax another 
day’s living out of the land. Their 
home was another world in a different 
time from that of the human race, and 
yet to human eyes, they would have 
appeared more or less like men save 
for their blood red complexion. They 
were dark haired, dark eyed, and on 
the whole, attractive. They also 
possessed cleverness and intelligence, 
although their race hadn't lived long 
enough to have any real history or 


achievements. 


But this time, they were with Old 
Father and he with them. 
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This time, all would be well. 
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